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to do them thoroughly. 
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‘Y MINGTONS 
COFFEE ESSENCE 


The Cofee Maid, of Symington’s, says} 
“Symington’s of course. No other way of making 
coffee is good enough, quick enough, or 


alle == ens easy enough for me.” 
—_ = =? " THOS, SYMINGTON & CO., 
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‘SOF UNSURPASSED FLAVOUR.” 


4:d. per ilb. tin. | 


(The Vellow and Red Label.) 


THE TIN YOU CON-TIN-ve. | 


ffer needlessly, Tal 4 
Wincarnis® offers you. Will you try jusst one 


TRIAL BOTTLE FREE fs "yess. coane 


DICTIONARY OF 
1,400 PHRASES || XMAS GAMES 


For Young and Old 


ANOTHER PREMIER WON! 
” 
**TORN—TOMBOY S RAIMENT 
(Wen &20. “ Tit Bis,” Nov. 22), With full instructions 
following “ BRAVE" — EMPIRE BUILDERS” (£100, and illustrations. . . 
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THE HIGHEST COCOA VALUE OBTAINABLE. 


No Coupons— Full Value in the Cocoa. 


“HOMESTEAD” 
GRAMOPHONE, 


the largest and best high- 
grade Disc Talking Machine. 
30/- Easy Terms. Money 
back if you’re not satisfied. 
Cash Discount 2/- in the £. 


LL KEEP THINGS MOVING THIS VULETIDE. 


Usness you can get cea 4 ure tone, and can clearly hear 
the words of the song, a ing Machine is an irritating 
disappointment. The Catesby “Homestead” Gramophone gives 
ou just the perfect melodious tone and word clearness you wish. 
t has taken us months to find the right machine for you and us at a 
rice you can willingly pay. To get this extra low price, eT Easy 
Tosti we have had to place one of the largest orders ever known. 
If you don’t like the “ Homestead” Machine in any way—return it 
at once and we return your money. We've atudied tone and free- 
dom from that disturbing noise rather than varnish. The “ Home- 
stead”’ gives you the essentials of a high-grade Disc Machine at 
quarter the price. Have one on approval and judge for yourself. 


Wood-Milne rubber heels 
are an unfailing boon especially 
when you're on your feet all day. 
City Men, Travellers, Salesmen, 
Canvassers, Postmen—a// men 
and women—in every walk of 
life would finish up the fresher 
and fitter for having Wood-Milnes 


on their heels. 
Besides, there's the economy! 


‘‘Wood-Milnes” being made from 
better quality Rubber than the 
rest, wear thelongest, are the most 
resilient and the most satisfactory. 


When you ask your bootmaker to fix 
rubber heels or tips for you, remember 
to—specify ‘‘ Wood-Milnes,” —- 


The Wood - Milne 
‘Special’ is the finest 
rubber heel on the 
market. There are 
other ‘ Wood-Milnes,’ 
in many shapes and 
Sy Sizes,at pricesto suit all. 
The ‘White Chief’? Golf 
Ball at sj- is eranteed 


Let us send you a Complete Catalogue of 
— Beautifully Illustrated Models. It’s Post Free. 


Do you want any Double-Sided Records at 1/8 Each? If go, 
just drop us a line and we will send them to you securely packed 
to any address in the United Kingdom, carriage paid. 


Catalogue of Records Post Free. 
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NO SWELL. 


Goop-HEARTED old Farmer Coles, in accordance with old-time 

custom, had decided to give his farm hands a Christmas SOME SIGN 
feed. He had, however, been impressed lately by reading if 
about some up-to-date course dinners, so he ordered the 
feast to start with soup. to be followed by goose, roast beef, 
and plum-pudding, and wines. 

The farm hands duly assembled, and having fasted for 
twenty-four hours in view of the occasion, there was @ 
keen edge on their appetites. 

When the first course was placed before one sturdy 
son of the soil, he eyed it in blank dismay. Then he 
became righteously indignant. 

“Hi, wot's this ver 2” he called out, “ Give Oi 
a bit o’ gooso! This be all gravy!” 


the roadside, and the good, kind lady stopped 
and patted him gently on the head. - 
“ Why, my little man, what's the matter? ” 
“Matter, mum? ‘’Ere’ave I Leena- 
playing truant allday, and I’ve ji st 
remem! cr>1 the Christmas holi- 
days began yesterday. 
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ICING K<aseHh ; <7) = that hardly seamed 
RAILWAY PORTERS WITH AN EYE to account or the 
cates i a ae YOYURE, GIVE TH T COURTEOUS : proprietor of the china 


Ee RETOR shop giving the thin, 
ee <i, : red-faced girl _ half-a- 
*OEAR OLD Oey sovereign. 
Ls : Nevertheless, the girl 
didn't seem satisfied. 
“Isthatall? And during 
the past vear ain't I tumble 
down stairs four times with trays 
full of crockerv, broken thirty- 
five tuinblers, twenty-six cups, 
nine meat - platters, four 
saucers, seventeen plates, and 
three of the mistress’ best 
tureens ?” 
- “There, there!’ said the shop- 
man soothingly. ‘‘ Here’s another five 
shillings for vou. And don’t forget me, you 
know,” he ended, with a wink. 
THEY Naw scrambled through the first sino 
on the programme, and he was leading her 
THER RTS ARTER THEIR 1... backtoaseat. ‘ I could dic dancing, couldn't 
. san 9”? 
HEALTH, ABOUT NOW. vant” hp asked: 


> UNC 
4 CHARLA WHILST RICH OLD ¥ NCLE 


DIES SUDDENLY 
DELIGHT IN 5 ina LITTLE 
ACTS OF KINDNESS 


© No,” she replied. “There are pleasanter ways than 
Icing trampled to death.” 


First Person : “T pow’r believe in allowing scrvants to get the upper hand. T always 


Mistrrss:‘ I wouldn't “ What's the “hard make mine keep her place.” 
hold the baby so near the shortest day in the ; “You are lucky. Ours never docs for more than three weeks.” 
tiger’s cage. Jane.” year?” —-— 
JANE: “ There's no risk. Sgconp Persox : “I don't Tuk discussion between the two frionds had become heated. 
Th’ tiger is 8 ‘man-eater,’ | know, but it’s Christmas “ But anv idiot can see that,” remarked one of them. 
and th’ child is a gir-rul.” | by my financial account.” *That’s where you have the advantage,” was the other's poliic rejoinder. 


3. J. Bell, the author of “ Wee Macgregor,” writes a story for the Christmas PEARSON'S. Now on sale 


‘ . L 
- “ Axp you have quite made up your mind not to 
sell?’ said the parchment-faced old man, devouring 
the four-post bedstead with his small, gleaming eyes. 

** Quite, Mr. Partington,” replied John Holt, land- 
lord of the Black Horseman. ‘“‘I bought it at the 
Manor sale pu ly for the house. It seemed to me 
in keeping with an old inn like this. That is why I 
cfu your offer for my bargain at the sale.” 

** Yes, it — said the other, thought- 
fully cycing the tead. The rays of a ruddy 
winter sun shining through the casement window, 
danced on tho massive mahogany posts with their 
swelling curves and elaborate carvings, until the whole 
construction seemed on fire. 

“I would have paid you a fair price,’ said the 
dealer regretfully. “In fact, I may say over o fair 
price. I havo a customer who wants just the very 
thing, and has money with which to gratify his fancies. 
However, you won't sell, and that ends it. Do you 
believe in ghosts, Mr. Holt ?” 

Ho shot out the question suddenly, with a keen 
lance at the other's face. John Holt looked surprised, 
ut he did not smile. 

“Well, sir, I don’t know,” he replied slowly. ‘* Why 

do you ask ?” 

Mr. Partington gavo a dry little laugh. 

‘*Oh, no particular reason,” he returned. “ Onl 
you know, of course, that there is some sort of tale 
about the Pie 

“T can’t say as I do,”’ answered the landlord. 

Mr. Partington’s eycbrows lifted. 

‘““No!’ he ejaculated. ‘‘ Well, I am surprised. 
But, then, I am interested in such things and pick up 
all sorts of queer stories in,my travels.” 

‘What is the story ?”’ asked John Holt curiously, 

- but the old dealer shook his head with another of his 
dry chuckles. 

* No, no,” said he. “ Ignorance is bliss in this case, 
If you are told nothing your imagination will be less 
likely to play you tricks. By-the-way, you will not 
Ict this room, of course ?” 

“Why not?” returned the landlord, a little curtly. 
He felt somewhat annoyed at the other's reticence. 

“TI cannot explain,’ Partington replied quickly. 
“T’d rath:r not. My reasons would scem foolish ones 
to you perhaps, and I am sensitive to ridicule. You 
will have no objection to my photographing the 
bedstead, I presume? I have my camera below.” 

“No objection in the least,” answered John Holt 
gruffly, ‘‘ but I must say I'd like to know the bottom 
of your talk.” 

Mr. Parti m shook his head stubbornly. 

‘*I wish I had said less than I have,” he returned, 
“but many thanks for your permission. I will get 
to work at onco whilst the light holds. It is r 
enough as it is, and the plate will necd at least half 
an hour's exposure. I would like to be quite tree from 
interruption, it possible.” 

‘*T will see to it that you are not disturbed, sir.” 

“Thanks. By tho way, I'd like a meal of some sort 
afterwards. The best you can do, with a bottle of 
that rare old port*of yours, landlord.” 

John Holt’s face brightened. P 

‘Very good, Mr. Partington.” 

A rea rtmanteau was convoyed upstairs, and, 
carefully locking the door against pouitle, intruders, 
Mr. Partington produced from the bag a strange- 
looking machine with a clockwork and dial attach- 
ment, and placed it carefully on the floor. Then there 
appeared a stecl centre-bit, a small bottle of oil, and a 
slender saw, strange accessorics, surely, for a photo- 

er ! 

ith a strei somewhat surprising in so old and 
apparently frail a frame, Mr. Partington moved the 
foot of the bedstead sume four or five feet aside, and 
turning back the carpet, which covered the whole of 
the floor, knelt down and commenced boring a hole 
just underneath where the centre of the tead 
would be when replaced in its original position. 

The hole made, he inserted the carefully oiled saw, 
and swiftly cut an orifice large enough to admit the 
complicated-looking machine. This ho lowered gently, 
after winding up the clockwork arrangement and 
adjusting the dial-hand to the fi twelve. He 
bent his head and listened. A dull. even ticking 
told him that all was going well, and ho chuckled 
contentedly. 

To fit in the circlo of wood and replaco carpet and 
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bedstead, was the work of a few minutes. Then Mr. 
agg lag agate aA oraigyh Apel og cch gad he 
them in the portmanteau. One swift but searching 
glance around to eee that he had left no telJ-tale signs, 
and ho left the room, portmanteau in hand. He found 
a steaming ready, and half an hour later, after 
steadily moiety John Holt’s solicitations to stay the 

t, Mr. left for the seven-mile distant 
y station in the hotel dog-cart. 


——— 


Il 
An sunset had heralded a tem ous night, 
and uy le time darkness fell a Lowen ge 
ba aleet inst the windows the Black 


with a curious suggestion of a howl in it. He gave his 
name as Felth Al jeans orpe, 
entering it in full in the visitors’ boo 


Then there was the genial Simes, one of the bluff, 
hearty oe at a eeeconea him, one Stock- 
well, a » morose man, who drank hot water with 
his poached eggs on toast ; also a curly-haired youngster 


to practical joking. Ho praally gare his name at 


Hunt, who spoke with a stron: 

Cockney accent, and a ficrce-oyed giant, who answer 

e a name of Grimwood, completed tho party, sevon 
all. 

They were, without oxception, gathered in the snug 
smoking-room. <A party of four were playing a gamc 
of whist. The others were seated in various uncouth 
attitudes round the fire. 

“It is only a few days to Christmas,”’ observed the 
spectacled Mr. Felthorpo, breaking a silence. 

Christmas,” grunted the giant. “Ugh!” and 
subsided into a moody silcnce. 

The spectacled youtia cleared his throat. 

“TI expect this old inn could tell strange tales if it 
could speak,” said he in his high, somewhat affected, 
tones. ‘‘ I know of at least one strange legend affecting 
this locality.” 

The fierce-eyed Grimwood gave vent to a short, 
harsh laugh like a pistol shot, causing the whist playcrs 
to glance up in momentary rise. 

“Ghost storics, eh!’’ said he scornfully. ‘ Listen 
to that, Bunty.” 

“What's that ?”’ replied the facctious young man 
absently, and trumped his partner’s ace. 

“e Ghosts ! Here is a gentleman says he knows 
one.” 

“Oh, ‘ere, I sye!” came a complaining voice. 
** Wist is wist. We can’t plye if there’s gine to be 
all this chat.” 

Mr. Simes rose with a deep-chestod laugh. 

“ Well, that’s the rubber,” said he. “I think we 
havo had enough cards, and it is none too warm back 
here. Let us draw around the firo with the othcrs, 
and listen to this yarn, whatever it is.” 

Under the energetic organisation of Mr. Simcs the 
whole party established themselves in a wido but cosy 
circle around the fire. Just as they were scated Mr. 
Holt came in to see about drinks. . Simes suggested 
that he should join them. 

‘“*T should be very pleased, as far as I am con- 
cerned,”’ said a Zornes: Pt vos I was about 
to suggest it, though, living in part, he is probabl 
acquainted with the story I am about to relate.” of 

“Thank you kindly, gentlemen!” observed the 
landlord. “TI shall be very pleased !’’—and he settled 
himeelf in a Windsor chair. 

All eyes, save those of Mr. Grimwood, who feigned 
slumber, were turned on the spectacled youth. 

“Jn an ancient mansion not far from here,” ho 
began, ‘stands, probably in the eame chamber 
where it bas stood for centuries, a splendid specimen 
of a mahogany four-post bedstead——” 

John Holt started, and Mr. Grimwood opened his 
eyes suddenly. 

“ Excuse me, sir!” put in the landlord. ‘* But may 
T ask the name of the mansion ?” ; 

Mr. Felthorpe frowned slightly. How could he be 
impressive if he we e to be interrupted in this way. 

I am somewhat averse to mentioning names,” he 
replied somewhat chillingly ; “ but I do not know that 
there is any particular reason for withholding this one. 
The house I referred to is Durnwood Manor.” 

John Holt smiled slowly. . 

“ Thank you, sir!” said he. “I asked for a reason. 
The Manor ture was all sold last week. There was 
@ four-days’ auction. I wonder you didn’t hear of it. 
And the article you speak of is at this moment in a 
room just over our heads. Asa matter of fact, one of 
you frctlenen sleeps in it to-night.” 
ins do!” put in Mr. Grimwood groffy. “ Looks 

ea ” 

Mr. Fackors's jaw dropped. 


a 
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 'That—that bedstead in this house !” he excleiny... 
“ And—and someone going to slcep in it!” 


John Holt started again as thou; and op. 
his mouth to speak, but the inode Che 


‘ore 

“Sleep in it! Yes. Wh 
and fixed a choleric eye on 
and looked uncomfortable. 

““J—I—— No reason whatever, of coursc!” |. 
stammered. “ But this is quite a sarprise to me. | 
had no idea——” And ho stopped confusedly, }° . 

ial Simes camo to tho rescue. 

“ Never mind!” said he. ‘‘ Drive ahead with :'.. 
yarn. I¢ will be more interesting than ever now.” 

“ Yes, let us have the story, by all means,” ac::..| 
John Holt, a littlo grimly.. He seemed to have lier: 
possessor of quite an historic piece of furniture, aid |... 
intended to know more about it this timc. 


not?” he ojaculs:..'. 
. Felthorpe, who flu!) 


one ce | December night a gallant genti: 
man accompanicd by a very beautiful lady. 1)... 
wero travelling on horseback and craved lodgine. 
their cloaks wero discarded they +t... ! 
revealed as a handsomo pair, attired in the finc-t « 
laces and brocades, their names being given as \): 
Rupert and Lady aon d Clavering. Sir Rupert 
sword-handle glittered with jowels, in addition to t):.~- 
worn by his lady. He also carried two great }i:1'- 
pop as @ protection against highwaymen. ‘i 
rd and Lady of Durnwood made their unexpeci 
guests welcome, warmed and fed them and contd: i: | 
ale de ccceas Tee their chamber. «: 
taining the ny four-poster. Then, wisli:.- 
them good-night and restful slumbers, tho host a1! 
hostess left them to their repose.” 
Mr. wethorpe used and (ee musingly at the {ir- 
** Just at the hour of midnight,” ho continued ii::- 
pressively, ‘‘ when the houso was wrapped in shimlnr, 
there came a deafening peal of thunder, followed | 
a fearful shriek, which resounded through the build- 
ing and curdled the blood of all who heard it. ‘Th: 
affrighted household were astir immediately, but tl 
chamber of Sir Rupert and Lady Clavering remaine| 
ominously silent. Full of strange forcbodings, they 
knocked, but reccived no response. At length they 
broke open the locked door, and a terrible sight met 


eir gaze. 

“On the bed, fully dressed, lay, not a handsome 
gilbet. and his beanteous lady, but the forms of a 

lecropit old man and a hideous hag, both stone dead, 
and ing on thoir wrinkled visages such ghastly 
expressions of mortal terror that the women who 
beheld fainted and tho men turncd pale and sick. ‘The: 
casement window was wide open, and the snow hit 
beaten in upon the dead pair, so that their grey hair 
lay dank across their features, and their fine clothin 
clung wet and cold about their shrivelled forms.” 

* Tell us when the laugh comes in!” muttered Mr. 
Bunting feebly. 

“Of what followed immediately there is no record.” 
continued Mr. Felthorpe; ‘“* but it is clear that the 
names given were assumed ones.” ; 

“Pooh! Faust with variations!*? said Mr. Grim- 
wood. “Is that all?” 

“Not quite,” replicd Mr. Felthorpe. “ The bel 
was henceforth haunted, and the story goes that- - 
But really,” ho broke off embarrassedly, ‘I dont 
know that the remainder will interest you.” 

“Go on! Go on!” came half-a-dozen voiccs-— 
John Holt’s among the most persistent. 

“Well, then,” resumed Mr. Felthorpe, with an air 
of desperation, “‘ the story goes that whenever durin," 
the month of December anyone slept in tho bed the) 
were aroused on the stroke of midnight by an awiu! 
voice repeating the couplet—— I havo the exact 
words here.” And Mr. Felthorpe produced a nvi-- 
book, from which, after a brief search, he read : 

“ Who slumbers ’twixt my comers four 
Shall taste of Death cre Yule is o’or!” 

“Oh, but confound it, sir!’’ blustered Mr. Grim- 
wood. But Felthorpe held up a thin white hand. 

“ One moment,” said he, again censulting his note- 
book. ‘“ You have asked for the whole story. You 
shall have it. It is on record that in tho December «f 
the year following an attorney named soe Reieolt 
slept in the fatal bed. He was found on the 
following morning from no a) cause. Some 
thirty years later, in the December following Water!). 
one Sir Percy Loverell, a cornet in the Guards, tarric:! 
at the Manor for one night on his journey from Lond 
to Portsmouth. He, too, slept in the four-poster, an:! 
in the morning was found to have left on a far longe: 
journey. On December 18th, 1837, a doctor named 
Savory-——” 

BE a wd “Emo 

* ly, gentlemen,’ said he, must protc-t. 
This bedecead is my property. For the good name of 
my house——” 

Mr. Grimwood's sarcastic eye checked him. 

Mr. Felthorpe smiled sadly. 

“TI regret this extremely,’ said he, ‘but you 
insisted you know.” 

(Continued at foot of next page.) 
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Weird and Wonderful Dances That Have, at One 
Time, Been All the Rage, Just as the Tango is Now. 


Dancrno, like disease, attacks people suddenly. 
At some periods they desire to dance in a slow and 
dreamy fashion, while at others they must keep 
tearing and-rushing about in an almost frenzied 
manner. 

At one time in our history there was & craze for 
the minuet, a very stately dance, much in favour at 
the Court of King Charles. Since that time, 
however, dances have come and gone in amazing 
fashion. 


had a brief spell of popularity, but there was not 
another real rage until Miss Maud Allan came along 
and introduced the Classical dance. 


At this time classical dancers were in great 


demand, and managers became more and more 


dancers being killed by 
the other. Madame 
Polaire, the famous 
tiny - waisted actress, 
was perhaps the best 
exponent of this weird 
art. 

This dance did not 
live long, for about this 
time some Russian 
dancers mado _ their 
appearance, and they 
were an instant suc- 
cess. These performers 
presented dancing in 
the trucst scnse of the 
word, and were a de- \ 
cided change from the ~ 
former exhibitions. After classical duicing came 


The biggest dance craze previous to the Bango 
was the Cake-walk, or coon dance. This, like the 
Tango, was introduced by the music-halls, and in 
a very short timo it sct all London raving, and later 
a goodly portion of the country. Everybody, from 


. : the rage for Ayache dances. 

Since that time troupe ‘This eas a “dunce of the 
P © criminals,”’ and showed how 

over—one alone num- life was led in the under- 
bered be stron a world of Paris. 
appea: at the 
leading music-halls in the country. During the 
boom it was estimated that over £100,000 was 
paid in salaries to these performers. 

During the last two vears, of course, we had the 
ragtime dance craze. All the most crazy acrobatics, 


The jolly Dutch dance and the Highland jling have 
had their day. 


| a 
daring in their shows until a popular agitation was 
got up against them, with the Nonconformist 
clergyman, Mr. Meyer, at the head. 

ter the storm had dicd down there was a big 
outbreak of Oriental dances. Tastern spectacles 
were the thing at all the big variety halls, and the 
costumes, typifying the spirit of the East, which the 
dancers wore were no less weird and wonderful than 
the dances themselves. 

After the Oriental revival, the Apache dance 
appeared. This “dance of the criminals” came 
from Paris, and pretended to show how life was 
led in tho underworld of thut city. 

It was a most unedifying spectacle. danced with 
knives, and usually cuded up with one of the 


The Cake-walk dance was once as big acraze us the Tange 
is now. It was danced in the ballroom and on the stage, 
and, likeragtime, came to us from the homes of the negroes. 


politicians and pocts down to office-boys and organ- 
grinders, were smitten with the craze. 

The dance, like ragtime, was supposed to have 
originated in the log cabins of negroes in the 
Southern States of America, and was usually 
porn’ at weddings and other times of rejoicing. 

this vigorous dance the lady had to bend her 
body backwards as far as she possibly could, at the 
same time taking high steps and advancing forward. 

While this was going on the gentleman did almost 
anything he could think of. At onc time he would 
wave his stick frantically as though urging the lady 
to dance even more vigorously than she was already 
doing, while at another timc he would appear to 
be fanning his partner with his hat in order to keep 
her cool. 

The cake-walk craze was followed by a revival 
in milder and moro picturesque dances; the jolly 
Dutch dance and the Highland fling, for instance, 


= “The Yankee Tangle” isan erample of the crazy 
acrobati dances which the ragtime craze gave Us. 


“ ragev " revolutions, and grotesque glides it was 
ossible to devise were performed at the music- 
halls. One of these was tho ‘ Yankce Tangle.” 
given by Mr. Fred Farren and Ida Crispi at the 
Empire. Now we have the Tango craze. It is 
hard to say how long it will last. 

The diticulty is that there are so many varictics 
—= of it. Some experts say it should be danced in a 
slow, stately manner, and makes an ideal ballroom 
dance, while others declare it is nothing if not 
danced vigorously. 

And when the Tango eventually gocs, as some 
day it must, what will take its place ¢ 


Miss Maud Allan introduced the cra.c Jor the 
Classical dance. 


eee mn ik ne 
THE FOUR POSTER.—(Continued from p. 610). | the scream of a man in terror. All leapt to their prapped him ia a blanket, and ho looked a wuebcegune 
§ z , widc-cyed. feet. igure. ; . . 

Ob ‘hab at ase 1” he Beslaimed. *°Ere’s one “ Grimwood !” gasped Mr. Simes. _ Led by the intrepid Bunting, they entered the room, 
of us slecping in this ma‘ogany man-trap to-night.” The whole party made a rush for the door, Mr. | lit the gas, and thoroughly examined everything, even 
Mr. Felthorpe’s face was a picture of distress, but | Bunting leading. ‘They found John Holt pale and | tothe bedding itsclf. Nothing unusual was discovered. 
Grimwood broke into a raucous laugh. trembling outside the door of Grimwood's room. Mr. Felthorpe took it upon himsclf to roll back thu 
carpet and go over the flooring foot by foot. But all 


oy k the -trap, ou call it,” said “J--I have knocked ——” be stammered. ) 
he ch er ak wo be *Tavhtened by old Suddenly the door burst open and Mr. Grimwood | to no result. Then all returned to the smokeroom, 


‘a tales. I shall sleop there all right, but,” he | himself, scantily attired, stood before | them. His | and, there being a mutual desire for companionship, 
added, ‘ooking around threateningly. & no hanky- | large, flabby face was chalk-whitc, and his huge form discussed the mystery far into the small hours. . 
panky tricks, mind. L haven't a horse-pistol, but I've | shook liko an aspen. eo sist al ; * -& We ce we 
gota revolver in my bag, and I shan't hesitate tv use “Thank goodness you re alive,’ cricd Mr. Simes. A week later, in an obscure café in Soho, twomen sat 
it on any ghost that comes crawling around me “—and © What was it, old man ?” together over & bottle of Italian vintage. Onc was 
ho fixed a choleric cye on Mr. Bunting. “Trs—it's the devil, I think!” panted the now Mr. Partington and the other Mr. Augustus Rippingtou 

“ But, gentlemen, gentlemen,” remonstrated John | anything but fierce-cyed -_ ° 2 meant it et iia without his glasses, and also lacking the 
gs is reall ssaity fur all this.” my own cars. I'd never have believe it else,” | high tenor voice. miae : 
vt Paseohen | on gg ewe : oa he stared around wildly. By degrees they “Then it’s all right 2° said Mr. Felthorpe. 


- i ‘a sai ruptly, “and I'll | calmed him and cxtracted a more or less coherent His companion chuckled. . ‘a 
ask oy afl tae ve al Leen oy Bee er and | account of his experience, which appeared to be as} ™ Quite. 1 think Holt would have paid me to take 
the door locked. x mean to prove the foolishness of | follows: Hc had turned out the light and got into | it away if I had chosen to hold out. As it was, I paid 
all this superstitious tommy-rot! ‘Night, all!’? he | bed, and was just on the point of dozing off when him just one-quarter of what he refused tirst. of alt. 
concluded curtly, aud left the roum followed by the there fell on his cars a decy booming sound, as that of | Andnow, Ict me see, Iowe you two guincas—and exes. 
landlord. , a distant bell. 


ene ae in all,” ‘said a Felthorpe briskly. 
‘da few mi 3 later, lookin, As the last ono died away there came a] “ Thanks. ° recei t necessary, I suppose ?”” 
sii aes en ecornel. He eae that series of hollow groans, scemingly from beneath the : I think not.” the old dealer chuckled again. 
Mr. Grimwood had retired and locked his duor. Mr. | bed. His flesh crept, and be lay listening breathlessly. pane I had a full account from John Holt,” said he. 
Simes announced that the rest of the party were going Then a sepulchral voice repeated the lines : You aught to go on tho stage, young man. 
to stay up until twelve. “ Who slumbors twixt my corners four, The other grinned. ; oo . 
i Kindly turn out the gas when you lave. then, Shall taste of Death cre Yule is o'er.” “ Why not make a combine of it,” he returned.“ T 
gentlemen,” said Holt. ‘* Aud Pllwish you good-uight.” | T here followed more groans, concluding w itha horrible, | with my yarns and you with that patent adjustablo 
A silence fell on the little party, Mr. Felthorpe kept | low, gurgling sound as of somconc boing strangled. gramaphone of yours. Ry-the-way, you got it again 
murmuring vague regrets at having told the story ; “Tam as good as a dead man, I know it!” con- all right, I anyone ee . be 
the Scotsman fell asleep, his patriarchal head on the | cluded Mr. Grimwood wildly. : a * Quite casily, replicd Mr. ‘Pari ington. "ive 
table and Mr. Bunting fidgeted with the poker. The “Nonsense,” said Mr. Simes soothingly. You | minutes alone in tho room was suflicicnt. 
wind and sleet sccmed moro in evidence than ever. didn’t ‘ slumber’ there anyway. ae He gave another of his dry chuckles. : . 
“It is just on twelve,” observed Mr. Simes at last, “No, that’s true,” ericd half-a-dozen voice. Good * Yes, Science is fine thing when allicd to art. 
with a terrific yawn “We may as well——" for you, Simey,” added Mr. Bunting ap roy ingly 5 but | And artfulness, added Mr. Augustus Rippingtoa 
He was intornupted by a piciving cry from above— | Mr. Grimwood shook his head mournfully. They had ' Felthorge, draining bis glass. 


Por it teaches you the Mistletoe kiss! 


The Christmas ROYAL you should not miss 


LEFT ON AN ISLAND SINCE 1912. 


y 


The prize of £1 1s. for the best account of what 
I wow.d:ell a man, who had been left on 4 deseri 
isiaud siace December 3ist of 1912, about 1913, 
has been awarded to Mr. C. F. PAYNE, 312 
cowick Road, Tooting. London, 8.W. 

You wish to know something of the world’s 
events during 1913? Well, in March the world 
was shocked by the news of the tragio fate of 
Captain Scott and his gallant companions who 
perished on their journey from the South Pole. 

Tho Balkan War was brought to an end after 
@ long Conference held in London. 

Oxford won the Boat Race; Kent the County 
Crickct Championship ; Aston Villa defeated Sun- 
derland in the Cup Final; and Carpentier, the 
French boxer, defeated Bombardier Wells. 

The Derby was sensational owing to the dis- 
qualification of the favourite, Craganour, who 
was first past the post, thus giving place to Aboyeur, 
an outsider; and likewise, for the mad attempt of 
a Suffragette to stop the race by dashing at the 
Kings horse, and bringing down both horse and 
jockey, who, fortunately, was only slightly in- 
jured. Tho Suffragette diced some days later, and 

an imposing funeral. 

Tho year has witnessed a remarkable number of 
fatal accidents on English railwavs, the most 
disastrous being Aisgill Moor (sixteen killed) ; Iiver- 
pool (six killed); Waterloo Junction (threo killed). 

Greatest of all disasters throughout the world 
was the Senghenydd Colliery explosion, by which 
about 430 miners were entombed in a burning pit. 

Tragedies of the Air. 

Germany has lost two of her gigantic Zeppelin 
airships, one being destroyed in the North Sea, 
when fourteen were drowned, the other bursting 
into flames when in mid-air, killing thirty of the 
occupants. England had to deplore the loss of 
Colonel Cody who, together with his passenger, 
was killed whilst testing a now machine. Sevcrak 
ony airmen also lost their lives. On the other 
hand, M. Pegoud (France) performed at Brooklands 
the amazing feats of “Looping the loop” and 
“* flving upside down.” 

Coming to happier events, Princo Arthur of 
Connaught wedded the Duchess of Fife in October. 
Abroad the Kaiser's daughter married Prince 
Ernest of Cumberland ; ex-King Manoel of Portugal 
married Princess Victoria of Hohenzollern. 

Another feature of the year has been the activity 
of the Suffragettes, evidenced by the burning of 
country mansions, railway stations, and so on, 
and adopting the hunger strike when in prison, so 
that Parliament passed the Cat-and-Mouse Act, 
providing for the release of women when danger- 
ously ill. to be re-arrested after recuneration. 

We Owe a Lot to Wireless. 

The committeo appointed to inquire into the 
dealings of several Ministers in the shares of the 
Marconi Company, when the Government was 
considering the placing of a contract with tho 
latter, vindicated the Ministers of corruption, and 
a few months later Sir Rufus Isaacs, the chief 
witness, was appointed Lord Chief Justice as succes- 
sor to Lord Alverstone. on the latter's retirement. 

The burning of the emigrant ship Volturno in 
mid-Atlantic, when about 125 lives were lost, was 
notable for the fact that but for wireless telegraphy, 
which enabled a fleet of ocean liners to reach the 
vessel in time, she would have disappeared with 
over 400 souls without leaving a trace of her end. 

The vear has marked a new era in shipbuilding, 
our latest battleshin, Q een Eli-abeth, adaptable for 
the use of oil fuel. being launched. The Hamburg- 
Amerika Line launched a vessel even larger than 
the ill-fated 4 titanic. 

Home Rule has been passed by the Commons, 
and Sir Edward Carson has identified himself 
with the Revolt of Ulster to the extent of raising 
armed forces to resist anv attempt made by the 
Government to enforce Home Rule upon Ulster. 

In the summer a strike broke out amongst the 
transport workers of Dublin under the leadership of 
James Larkin. The strike still goes on, distress 
being so acute that several food ‘ships have been 
sent from England. 

Another Mexican Revolution has occurred 
resulting in tho election of General Huerta as 
President, much to the chagrin of Uncle Sam. 

Buckingham Palace has been provided with a 
beautiful facade in white Portland stone, and to 
ive expression to his appreciation of the work his 
fiajesty entertained at dinner 500 of the workmen. 
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WHEN FATHER CARVED THE TURKEY. 
The prize of £1 1s. for the best set of verses 
commencing with the above line has been 
awarded to Mr. W. H. LEESE, 13 Marsden 

Road, East Dulwich, 8.B. 

Waen father carved the turkey, 
And with sharp knife set to work, he 
Placed the bird, with movements jerky, 

On the floor ; 
And as we all grew fretful, 
And gazed at him, regretful, 
Then pa was quite forgetful, 

For he swore. 
With vigour he attacked it, 
Insulted it, and whacked it, 
With oe weapons hacked it ; 


alarm 
We brought him bludgeons, maces, 
Chisels, axcs, bits and braces, 
But the turkey still could face his 
Strong right arm. 
Not ma-in-law’s persistence, 
Not extraneous assistance, 
Could vanquish the resistanco 
Of that fowl ; 
And our meal was devastated, 
And our hunger not abated, 
And the baby aggravated 
To a howl. 


So we gazed upon it madly, 
And though wo hungered badly, 
’Twas long before we sadly 
to rave; 
In procession ostentatious, 
With reflections most ungracious, 
We laid it in a spacious ~ 
Garden grave. 
THE MAN THEY RAPPED IN. 


The of £1 1s. for the most 
mas Teethens has been awarded to Mr. George 
BLADEN, 134 Fi 


[When a man has broken a rule and cast a slur on his 
department, it is the custom in some poe all his 
comrades to rap him in when he arrives by banging on 
their benches with hammers, or whatever tools they may be 
using, Likewise, if acomrade is sacked, and deserves it, 
they show their ap;roval by rapping hum out.) 

It was Friday night.. Christmas Day happened 
Gls oe toe Hie boas ame tite ous 
ree ; 

‘* Anybody who is locked out in the morning will 
get a good rap in, I hope,” said he with a smile. 

We all managed to get there on the Saturday 
morning .except one youngish fellow, a widower 
with a little girl of seven ; we all knew Dollv, as sho 
brought her dad’s dinner four davs out of tho six. 

The boss came in saying, ‘‘ Well, it certainly is 
a surprise. All here except Claythorn, and I've 
never known him late before.” 

At ten minutes past the hour Blake happened 
to look out of the window, and turning to the boss 
he said, ‘ Claythorn’s below, sir.” 

“Oh, let him in then,” said the boss, as he 

icked up his heaviest hammer. “ All together, 
Bove,” he added, when Blake left the shop. 

We waited for Claythorn to enter the workshop. 
He came in looking pale and yet resolute ; he stood 
as transfixed while we plied hammer on bench and 
vice. Tho din and clatter was terrific ; we grinned 
and laughed. Woe stopped. 

Claythorn turned to the boss, saying: ‘ Boss, 
you've seen fit to rap me in, now rap me out!” 
He seemed to spin on his heels and fell to the floor. 

The boss stooped and shouted: “A doctor, 
quick!’ But I could see, for one, it was too late. 

The doctor came. “ Poor fellow,” he said. 
“ His heart, you know. I was called to his littlo 
one about an hour ago; she was fetching some 
milk, and got run over by alorrv. She died in her 
father’s arms before he left for work. He probably 


. ran. I had warned him.” The doctor had gone. 


‘* Put Claythorn in mv office, boys,” said the boss. 
“I’m going for tho police.” He left us to perform 
a sad rite. 

Blake watched the boss go, and slipping on his 
coat ran to Claythorn’s house. What for? Well, 
he was shown into the little death chamber, where 
the boss stood beside Dolly’s cot talking to Clay- 
thorn’s sister, an elderly woman, saying, ‘Spare 
no expense, Miss Claythorn, it’s all up to me.” He 
spoke to Blake, too, who returned, and was very 
busy writing a notice which read : 

“* Christmas Eve, 19—.—There will be no rapping 
in or out for the future.—By order.” 

We knew tho boss was fining himself pretty 
heavily, and I know that in ten homes Christmas 
Day was very quict. 
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WEEE ENDING 
Deo. 6, 1913. 


Kissing Under the Mitltve, 


How Kulate and Osk Made History, 


Te Pee ee Le ME tere tmezinan 
*MACLAURIN, 112 South View Road, ‘Snatt,,,© 

Ir was a Christmas party, and the talk jay 
turned upon the subject of kissing. 

“Now, Professor,” coaxed a charming blo),!), 
turning to a benevolent-looking old gentlensip. 
“‘you know most things. Tell us how kis-i;,. 
under the mistletoe originated.” ° 

Professor Knowitall, a twinkle in his 1. 
glanced at the bunch of mistletoe beneath i. 
chandelier, the cause of the topic. 

“* Kissing under the mistletoe, my dear you 
"—he stroked his chin 
“oh, yes, I remember,” he smiled. “ The letest 
excavators at Nipur, the oldest known city i: 1) 
world, discovered a tablet on which was in-ciilisi 
the origin of the custom of kissing under th: 
oe : 

‘* How lovely !’’ gushed one young lady. 

“ According to the tablet,” somnwond the 
Professor, ‘“‘ it was in tho time of the Pre-Adamitc-. 
when the people who inhabited the land were ¢:1\. 
dwellers. Nose rubbing was the common fi:.: 
of salutation, the gentlo friction causing 1. 
joy to the participators.” 

“Ugh!” shuddered a sensitive girl, clas; ing 
the arm of the nearest young man. 

; Two Terrible Noses. 

Ignoring the interruption, the Professor con- 
tinued: ‘‘ The cave dwellers lived in amity till a 
terrible calamity visited the community. Konki 
and Probiscuss, the leading men in the national 
customs, were stricken down with a great sorrow. 

“ At last the secret leaked out. Kulate, the 
new baby daughter of Konki, had an absolutely 
flat nose ; never would she enjov the chaste delights 
of nose irritation, tears of joy would never tremble 
in her pansy eyes when she saluted a fricnd. 

“But worse news came like a thunderbolt to 
disturb the general harmony. Osk, the baby 
son of Probiscuss, suffered under a nose which was 
so very snub that it was really no nose at all. 

‘* A pow-wow of the eldcrs of the Boko socicty 
discussed the matter, and it was resolved that 
Kulate and Osk should be allowed to live in the 
hope that they would see the error of their way:, 
and grow proper noses like evervbody else. 

“* But Nature was in one of her freak moods, ani! 
reversed her usual procedure. As the years passe! 
their noses receded further into obscuritv, and thei: 
lips protruded. They were pariahs. None of th: 
high-toned Bokos would associate with them. 

“ Again the elders met in solemn conclave, and 
it was decided to allow them to live till tho time o! 
Saturnalia, and then, when tho Christmas tim: 
arrived, to wipe away the reproach at the eveniny 


sacritice. 
The First Kiss of All. 

“Fastened to a patriarchal oak near to eac!: 
other, Kulato and Osk awaited their doom. Thei: 
eyes downcast. Curiosity to examine her com 
panion caused Kulate to raise her eves. So fasci 
nated was she by Osk’s upstanding figure, and thr 
curious light in his eyes, that she never notic«:! 
his flat nose at all. 

““Osk was equally attracted by the movii- 
ight in the liquid depths of Kulate’s pansy cve- 
Above their heads on the oak tree a strange parasit’ 
was growing, known to us as the mistletoc. 

‘““ Whether it was the full moon, the glamo: 
of the evening, the mistletoe, or a hereditar 
impulse will never be known. But all at on: 
an irresistible impulse came over them to rub nos: 
oblivious of the fact that it was an impossibilitv. 

“ They pressed forward, and their lips met in th 
first, the most delicious kiss the world ever kno 
It was Kismet—— 

“Here the tablet had crumbled away, and 1: 
further fragment could bo found,” finished t!: 
Professor. 

A burst of applause greeted the end of the stor. 

“Oral tradition,” commented the Professo: 
‘passed on the custom, and gave us a word i! 
vogue at the present time. 

“ From Osk and Kulate we get the word os' 
late—to salute with a kiss.” 

“ Osk.” whispered the demure voung lady \ 
pink, looking wistfully at the mistletoc. - 

“ Kulate,” replied the fair young man. ‘They di! 


A 


All the Hon. John Collier's most famous pictures are reproduced in the Christmas PEARSON’S. Now on sale. 
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WEEK ENDING 
Dec. 6. 118. 


f The Story of his Ill- 
‘ fated Expedition to 
his Nephew’s. 


By C. MALCOLM 
HINCKS. 


Mn. Epmunp TaNKERTON paused at the entrance to 
the mews which were situated behind Clansdale Road, 
Kensington, and gazed a little apprchensively at the 
dirty wall on the one side of the narrow lane, and the 
stables—mostly garages now—on the other. 

“Confound the fog!” he growled. “It’s difficult 
to feel Christmassy on a night like this. Still, I must 
see it through now. How they'll laugh over the joke 
to-morrow! Besides, I told Martin that I'd closo the 
window when I left, and I should be very sorry to get 
him into trouble!” 

Mr. Tankerton was a somewhat portly man of about 
forty, with a pompous air and a dignity befitting a 
rosperous banker, and a director of half a dozen sound 
mited companics. For the moment his dignity had 
deserted him. It was half-past eleven on the night of 
Christmas Eve, and he felt he was going to make a 
fool of himself, but it would be a good joke, and 
Edmund Tankerton loved a joke at Christmas time, as 
much as he despised it at other seasons of the 


year. 

, Roy Tankerton, his nephew, lived in Clansdale Road, 
and Roy's children were responsible for the esteemed 
banker being out in this damp fog at such an hour on 
Christmas Eve. 

The previous night Mr. Tankcrton had dincd with his 
nephew and his pretty young wife, and he was to 
spend Christmas Day with them. He had asked 
Stella (aged five) what she thought Santa Claus would 
leave her, and Stella had told him that she thought 
‘daddy wouldn’t run to the doll’s house she wanted.” 
Master Jack, aged seven, had laughed contemp- 
tuously. 

a There ain’t no Santa Claus,” he had said firmly, 
repeating verbatim the declaration of the under- 
arlourmaid, and had been promptly sent to bed for 
is grammatical lapse. 

But it had pained Edmund John Tankerton, and he 
had thought sadly upon the scepticism and materialism 
of the modern child as he had driven back to his 
comfortable chambers, which adjoined a big hotel 
facing the Strand, and overlooked a not particularly 
picturesque portion of the River Thames. 

And now he was about to convince his small nephew 
and niece that Santa Claus did exist, and at dinner on 
Christmas Day what a story he would have to tell! 
How the rooms would echo with laughter and applause. 
He would be the hero of the day, and he would score 
heavily off the younger generation, who treated with 
disdain many of the fine old traditions of the past. 

It was this thought that caused him to take heart 
as he groped along the wall for the fifth door, and the 
large bag that he carried seemed to become heavicr 
every yard. The sharp hoot of a motor-car entering 
the mews caused him to start and lose count. Wearily 
he retraced his steps to the entrance of the mows, and 
recommenced his careful counting. 

The entrance to the mews was from a side strect 
which ran off the Clansdale Road. Each house had a 
high door Ict into the wall which gave access from what 
was by courtesy called a garden to the mews. These 
doors were useful for chauffeurs living in the houses ; 
the dustman also used them, and such inhabitants who 
took an interest in their “gardens” found them 
handy when carts arrived with gravel, mould, or 
turf. 

Mr. Tankerton had carefully counted the houses 
from the side street. His nephew's was the fifth house. 
Each house in the terraced row was the counterpart of 
the other, and cach had a door in the wall communicat- 
ing with the mews. It was therefore a very simple 
matter to deduce that the fifth door from the entrance 
to the mews was the door he wanted—s door usually 
bolted, but, thanks to Martin, bis nephew's butler, was 
to be left unfastened, as was the window giving access 
to the morning-room, which was placed at the back of 
the house. 

“ Now,” said Mr. Tankerton as he opened a green 
door and found himself upon a narrow gravel path, 
with an unlighted house looming up through the fog, 
“Tl put on my disguise. It’s fortunate that they’ve 
whined early. Martin said it was the usual custom. 
An invaluable man is Martin. I must tip him hand- 
comely to-morrow !”’ 

It was a favourite axiom of Mr. Tankerton’s that a 
thing that was worth pag at all was worth doing 
well, and as he paused at the foot of the iron steps, 
leading up to the balcony window outside the morning- 


Simple Conjuring Tricks are explained in this we 
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room, he took from the big bag first an electric torch- 
then a long red cloak, which he proceeded to put over 
his overcoat, then a grey beard chat ho looped over his 
cig and then a round red cap, trimmed with white 
ur. 

Having transformod himself into the semblance of 
the mythical Santa Claus, he took a carefully folded 
sack from the bag, opened it out, and filled it with dolls, 
clockwork engines, and clockwork motor-cars, and 
other toys that had appealed to him during the half- 
hour of his valuable time that morning that he had 
spent in an Oxford Street toyshop, then, swinging the 
sack on his shoulder, and holding the electric torch 
before him, he cautiously proceeded up the iron stair- 


The window was a tall one, almost on a level with the 
little railed platform at the top of the staircase. Martin 
had made things easy for him; not only had he left 
the window unfastened, but the lower sash was thrown 
up, £0 all he had to do was to stoop down and enter the 
room. 

“ Nah, then, wot’s your game?” 

Mr. Tankerton, on rising from his stooping posit on 
in the morning-room of his nephew’s house, almost 


dropped his sack, turned ghastly pale, and little beads 
of perspiration stood out on his forehead as he felt a 
revolver placed by no means gently against it. 

“P.put away that weapon,” he gasped, “ or I shall 
summon assistance !” 

The owncr of the revolver laughed softly. 

“Come off it!’ ho growled. ‘I don't want no 


Suddenly the room was iwininated. The military- 
looking gentleman had barked his shins against @ 
chair and was vowing vengeance upon someone, 


swank from a dud amateur doin’ the Santa Clause act! 
I got in ’ere first, and I'm goin’ to crack this crib with- 
out assistance, so you go and do your Farver Christmas 
act somewhere else!” 

By the light of his torch the astounded Mr. Tankerton 
saw that his companion was a burly, beetle-browed 
man, with a revolver in one hand and a dark lantern 
in the other; a jemmy protruded from one of the 
capacious pockets of his coat. 

*D-do you take me for a burglar?” gasped the 
banker as a light began to dawn upon him. 

“Burglar!” sneered the butly man. ‘‘ You ain't 
fit to be called that! A dud crook, that’s wot you are, 
comin’ blunderin’ in just as [ was goin’ to get busy. 
Blimey! There’s somcone coming ! I’m goin’ behind 
that screen. It’s a fair cop for you, my lad, but 
breathe a word about mo and youre @ deader. Tl 
have you covered all the time!” 

Mr. Tankerton was dazed. He half turned to dart 
through the open window, thought of the beetle- 
browed man with the revolver, who might misunder- 
stand his action, glanced wihily round, dropped his 
sack of toys to the ground, and then before he could 
solve the problem before him the door opened, there 
was & click, the room was flooded with light, and he 
was seized by two constables, whilst another darted 
into the room, via the window. 

“ A clean cop,” said the man who had entered by tho 
window, and grinned at the appearance of Santa 
Claus in the grip of his two comrades. ‘“ The chap’e 
faked himself up well, too. He's left his bag and hat 
at the foot of the steps.” 

“My name is Tankerton,” said the banker, with 
@ nervous glance in the direction of the screen— 
“Edmund Tankerton. This house belongs to my 
nephew, and I came here as—a—er—joke. I was 
going to wake the little boy and girl and give them 
the presents you will find in this sack.” 

~ That's all tommy-rot, constable,” said a voice 
from the door. And Mr. Tankerton glared at 4 
military-looking man in shirt and trousers who had 
suddenly appeared. ‘This house belongs to some 
friends of ours, and my wife and I have rented it from 


——$< <r 


—- 


them for a fortnight, whilst they are at their country 
place for Christmas. Their name is Fordell, not 
Tankerton, and they have no young children! My 
servant told me you had caught a burglar, so I came 
down to have a look at him; but I—zr—did not expect 
to see this.” 

The military-looking man, with very bad taste, 
burat into a laugh. Mr. Tankerton glared wildly 
round the room. He was not very familiar with his 
nephew’s morming-room, but, with a sinking heart, he 
noticed some sporting prints which he knew Roy’s wife 
would never have allowed in her home, and realised 
that he had entered the wrong house. 

“ Sir,” he said, with-as much dignity as he could 
assume, “if you will kindly instruct these policemen 
to cease treating me as though I were a thief, I will 
explain what has——” 

Click ! 

Tho room was plunged into darkness. There was a 
scuffing sound, a shout of warning, then a crash. 

“The light, sir—quick !”” called one of the police- 
tes holding Mr. Tankerton. “This chap's got a 

! ” 

The military-looking man was fumbling for the 
switch. A sense of great relief came to the unfortunate 
banker as he realised what had happened. The beetle- 
browed ruffian who had threatencd him had hidden 
behind the screen, cloze to the switch. Evidently he 
had seen a chance of escape, stretched out his arm, 
ana--—— 

Suddenly the room was illuminated. The military- 
looking man had barked his shins against a chair, and 
was vowing vengeance upon someone. The policeman 
who had entered by the window was sitting up on the 
floor rubbing his head. 

“He knocked me down,” he said, and glanced at 
Mr. Tankerton. ‘* There’s two of ’em, though ; it was 
this chap I saw enter the door in the wall.” 

The constables looked at cach other. It was more 
than probable that the other man, with the fog in his 
favour, had succeeded in making good his escape, and 
the theory of a bird in the hand being worth two in the 
bush seemed to hold good. 

It was then that Mr. Tankerton, feeling perfectly 
safe, turned to the angry officer, who was still vowing 
vengeance upon the man who was responsible for his 
having been roused from his bed just as he had dropped 
off to slcep, and had caused him to bark his shins 
against that confounded chair. 

“Now, sir,” he said airily, “ I can speak freely, and 
this unfortunate misunderstanding will be cleared up. 
When you first came in I was in peril of my life. ‘The 
man who has just cscaped was covering me with a 
revolver, and——" 

“ Great Scot!” gasped the officcr, “ the man’s mad. 
He’s a raving lunatic!” 

“Not ’im, sir,” said one of the constables. ‘* He's 
a flash crook, that’s what he is. This game’s been 
played before now round Christmas.time. Got up as 
Santa Claus and pretend to be in the wrong house if 
anyone comes in, that’s tho little game. ‘This chap 
evidently expected a good haul, and broughé a pal 
with him!” 

Mr. Tankerton crimsoned with rage. 

“ Sir,” he said, with dignity, addressing the military- 
looking man, ‘‘ I have Leen the victim of a——” 

“ By gad!” said that noble officer, whose cyes were 
fixed on the mantelpiece. ‘The beggar's got two 
silver candlesticks—-big, handsome things—that were 


Mr. Tankerton, with a bullet ledged in a frrhy 
portion of his anatomy, fell from the wall in's th 
arms of his pursuers, 
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— 
at either end of the mantelpiece. There was 
a silver cigarette-bor, too!” 

“You can bet your life his pal’s taken them, sir,” 
said a constable, ‘I should say this chap was a toff 
come down in the world, and——” 

It was too much for Mr. Tankerton. That he, 
Edmund Tankerton, the highly-respected banker, 
should be suspected of being a eomewhat b 
accomplice of the beetle-browsd maa, who had nearly 
scared him out of his life. Then the full horror of the 
situation dawned on him. This officer was but 
a temporary dweller in the house ; to him the name of 
Tanokerton meant nothing. The police would never 
believe bis story; ho would be taken to the police- 
station like a criminal. At the thought of a night 
in the cells tho banker lost his hvad. 

One of the constables was holding him by the sleeve 
of the loose red cloak, the others were examining the 
room. With wonderful agility for a man of his years, 
Mr. Tankerston leapt to the window, leaving the red 
flannel cloak in the grasp of the astonished policeman. 

He knocked his head against a eash of the window 
and almost fell down the flight of steps. A police 
whistle shrilled out in the cold, damp air, but, goeping 
for breath, ho ran towards the door through which he 
had entered. 

‘“‘Confound them!” gasped Mr. Tankerton, and 
came into violent collision with a wall. Recovering 
himself, he groped desperately for the door, and then 
his hand touched the top of the wall, and he realised 
that he had lost his bearings in the fog, and was stand- 
ing by a side wall instead of the bottom one, with the 
convenient door. 

If only he could climb the wall he would be in his 
nephew’s garden. Martin would have left the window 
of the morning-room open, and, once inside the house | 
Roy would be summoned and everything explained. 

“ T must do it!” he muttered hoarsely as the whistle 
shrilled out again. He heard voices behind him, 
and, nerved to desperation, he leapt upwards and 
gained the top of the wall. | 

For a moment he paused to gain his breath. His ' 
back was towards the house, and his eyes wero upon 
the dull, yellow lights below him. | 

Then came the sound of a window being thrown up, | 
followed by what seemed a low whistle, and then a 
scream of agony, and Mr. Tankerton, with a bullet 
Fe in a fleshy portion of his anatomy, fell from the 
wall into the arms of his pursuers, 

The constable held him firmly. 

‘No more larks, my lad,” ho said grimly. 

“Tm wounded!” gasped Mr. Tankerton. ‘“ Tako 
me to a hospital!” 5 me 

** Got him, constable ? ” said a voice from the window. 

“* Winged tho beggar, by gad; saw him fall. A jolly 
good shot considering the fog, an i 

“Roy!” almost screamed the distressed banker. 

“Great Scot! Uncle! Hold on, constable! Til 
be down in a minute!" { 

The astounded constable turned to his comrades who 
reat acetate plnaged isa with he 

“ Gent next door with an air-gun,” 
said, “then called iden eee ne wa 

** Y-you shall suffer for this ! *” 
writhing in agony. ‘ You've allowed a desperate | 
a to escape and subjected mo to gross in- 

ignity |” : 

he policemen glanced uncomfortably at each other, 
but before they could speak a young man’s head 
peered over the wall. 

‘* What on earth does this mean ?” he gasped. 

The three policemen, the military-looking man, and 
Mr. Tankerton all commenced to explain. Mr. Roy 


Tankerton, his eyes fixed upon the cap upon the - 


banker's head, began to wonder if he were really 
awake or the victim of some strange dream. 

Then suddenly the military-looking man burst into 
a loud laugh. 

“ By gad! What a joke!” he said. 

* Joke ? _ gasped Mr. Tankerton. oe Joke bad 


The military-looking man made peace over a 
decantcr of whisky ; the constables drank beer down- 
stairs. A gencrous distribution of silver had insured 
the banker from being drawn into publicity, and Roy 
Tankerton had removed the bullet he lodged in 
his wealthy relative. 

‘“* Well,” said the military-looking man, finishing his 
drink, “ I expect my wife will be worrying about me 
now, and I must be off. Good night and a Merry 
Christmas, Santa Claus! Ha, ha! It’s the joke 
of—— 1—er—beg your pardon! Mum’s the word, 
sir ; mum’s the word!"’ 

* You sec, uncle,” exclaimed the host, ‘* old Blander, 
at thi first house, had his door bricked up as he never 
uses the mews, so what you thought was tho fifth 
door was the sixth, and as Colonel——” 

“I have no desire to have the Coloncl’s remark 
repeated,” said the banker, with dignity. 

* ® 


. ® 
Mr. Edmund Tankerton’s little niece and nephew 
wondered how it was that their ancle’s presents were 
found in a sack in their room, looking somewhat the 
worse for wear. 
They also wondered why their uncle sat sideways 
in his chair at dinner on Christmas Day. 


Philip Gibbs and Robert Barr, 
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| breakwater at Vigo, bowed 


Onc of the twenty hampers we are giving avray this week. 


We are offering twenty hampers this week. 
Christmas pudding, a rich 


will make your Christmas table a joyous one of the 


bristmas cake, crackers, preserve 


3 KMAS HAMPERS 


To be Won This Week. 


JOIN OUR CHRISTMAS CLUB 
AND ONE MAY BE YOURS. 


Each hamper contains a plump turkey, a ':;-: 
fruits, sweetmeats, and 80 on, wi): ): 


od old-fashiined sort. 


To win onc of these excellent hampers, all you base to do is to send in a “Line-rick,” whic! i, 


explained below, and if 


ours is one of the twenty best received, your name will be announced as vu»: 


of the winners, and hee the time comes a bamper will be dispatched to your home. The:e |: 
nothing to pay to join our Christmas club, all you have to do is to go in and win. . 
The hampers are being prepared by Messrs. Lipton Ltd., and are of the best quality through««t, 


THIS IS HOW YOU 


You take any one line in this copy of P.W.—it doesn’t matter 
if it is in the reading matter or in the advertisements—and you 
make upa second line to rhyme with it. 

To show you exactly what is meant, you will find on page 612, 
column 2, line 73, the line: 

" Heo seemed to spir on his heels and fell to the foor.”” 
and yo2 add a second rhyming line, such, for example, as: 
“And he wowed that the Lanuo he d wever do more.” 

You can, if you like, choose your line from one of the titles of 
the articles or stories in this number. Suppose you choose the 
title to the article on the same page: : 

“* Kissing under the mistletoe,” 
Then you could add the line: 
“Is sure to make | aad party go.”” 

You may choose a Hne from the advertisement columns if 
you hora Ma is a line taken from the Peps advertisement 
on page 629, 
“* A crowded tram or tram without a germ.” 


MAKE A LINE-RICK. 


and you add a second line: 
“(Is as rare as @ garden without a worm.” 

Sucha couplet as this we call a Line-rick. 

Now set to work to make a Line-rick. 

To the readers from whom the Editor receives what sre ¢. 
sidered to be the twenty best Line-ricks will beawarded Uli -° 
mas hampers. 

When you havo chosen your line, write it in full on the eo, 
below, together with the number of page, column, ani | 
then fill in your second rhyming line, your name and ad:ir. 
and put it in an envelope addressed to the Editor, Meu 
Weekly, 17 Henrietta Street, London, W.C., and post to iris 
not later than first t Tuesda: 
Mark your envelope “ Christmas 
left-hand corner. i 

You may aend in as many attempts as you like, provideuileu 
is on a separate coupon, 


morning, December 
ine-rick No. 6” in th. te, 


CHRISTMAS HAMPER LINE-RICK 


Column 


s0eeeee 


Cee PO Serre eee eee reer ee eee reat 


NGM .rcrccrcscevecvasscscoeeers 
Address...... 


No. 6. 


errr eer erent Teeter errr creer ree er rrr rcs) 


‘ THERE 18 NO ENTRY FEE. 
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_ RESULT OF CHRISTMAS HAMPER LINE-RICK No. 3. 


A Christmas Hamper has been awarded 
to each of the following and will be for- 
warded a few days before Christmas: 

Alfred Andrews, 39 Victuria Road, Bushey, Herts, 

Mrs, Childs, Sorrento Road, Dalkey, Co Dublin, 

J. Clapinson, Princess Street, Edgware Koad. 


~~ 


George H. Clay, 3 Chaleureux Terrace, Bolmunt 
Malvern. 

Arthur Creaton, 30 Dorset Street, London, W. 

Patrick Carr, 84 Joy Street, Belfast. 

Arthur J. Green, 28 Norwvod Road, Stretford. 

A. E. Jenkins, 152 Mackintosh Place, Cariiff. 

‘W. Power, 16 Drayton Road, West Ealing, W. 

J. H. Stein, Dalmeny, near Edinburgh. 


CurisTmas Day of 1906 ¢ 
dawned with a howling 
wind and a lurid red sky, 
and the Channel Fleet, & 
sheltered behind the i 


majestically in response 
to the huge waves that 
swept through the ene 
tranco. 

There were no signs of festivitics ashore; the 
Spaniards do not celebrate Christmas, and we were 
just congratulating ourselves on having a Christmas 
in harbour. 

The inside of H.M.S. Triumph looked like fairy- 
land ; per chains, ev ns, and flags, with 
coloured electric lights, had transformed the mess 
deck into a hall of beauty, while the mess tables 
wero loaded with every delicacy—plum puddings, 
turkeys, mince pies, and sweets of every description. 

Outside the storm increased, a veritable hurricane 
was blowing, and just as we sat down to breakfast, 
a wireless message came through that the Austrian 
liner Franz Josef had broken down about eighty 
miles off Ferrol, and needed assistance. The 
Triumph was, at that time, the fastest battleship in 
the fleet, so the Admiral ordered us to proceed out 
to sea and assist the crippled lincr. Outside the 
storm raged in all its fury, huge waves swept the 
Triumph from stem to stern as she battled, head 
to wind, towards Ferrol. 

Inside the ship the scene was indescribable. The 
Triumph is at best a very bad sea boat, and tons of 
water swept through her gun ports, washing down 


incident bas 


Writers for the 


The £1 1s. prize for the most exciting Christmas 
been awarded to L. C, Fowler, 
29 Beatrice Street, Kempston, Bedford, 


our decorations. We hi: | 
nowhere to put thei. 
there was not a dry ple 
in the ship, so that plu::: 
§ puddings and mince pi 
wero chasing one anot!i 
in about .four fect «: 
water, with clectric light-. 
flags, and loaves of bre. 
following up in the rear. 

I dined off two pennyworth of cheese, an | 
had a bloater for tea. About six in the evening \ 
sighted the liner, who signalled that sho cou'i 
manage without help at present, but that we |i. ! 
better stand by her. 

The night came on, and wo threw searchiig’:' ° 
on to the Jincr and maintained our dogged pi 
alongside of her all night, pitching and tossing | 
the foaming element. I do not believe we cou’! 
have given any help had it been necessary ; \: 
certainly could not have lowered any boats, and if 1! 
inside of the /’ranz Josef had any more water in} 
than ours, her passengers must have been drowne.’. 

All Christmas night we stood by her, wet throu." 
to the skin, and Boxing Day broke with no signs“! 
abatement in the weather. Six more hours +i 
heaving and pitching, and we sighted Cherbou:’. 
the liner’s destination. We parted at her 0v:' 
request, and staggered on towards Vigo. As =)" 
as we rounded the breakwater, the massed band; \' 
the fleet played, ‘‘ See the Conquering Hero Com. 
and the Admiral signalled ‘* Welcome, Trium, ’. 
hope ou have had a merry Christmas.” , 

‘Thank you,” replied our skipper, “‘ we have. 
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Specially Illustrated for “PW.” by Popular Artiste 
of To-Day. 


Nothing has ever aanoyed Esmond more thana surprise visit from his neighbour, 
who dropped tn from the flat above, during the Christmas dinner. 


Ps 


“I can never stand 


Starr Wood's Christmas was 58 ollt when an 
unkind friend presented him with a turkey 
bred on cugenic principies. It ruined alli the 
cutlery in the house. 


ddens Alfred Leete's 25th. 


ee 
“The Glad Hand" always sa 


Ry 
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W. Heath Robinson found he had lost his 
appetite when he Giscovered something 
in the Christmas pudding which was not 

on the menu 


Hinnane PRiguntnee..y: 


Harry Rowntree's complaint, which 
spoilt last Christmas for him, speaks 
for itself. 


Bir. Arthur Collius lets you into some of the secrets of Drury Lane in the Christmis PE ABRSON'S. Now on sale. 
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OUR SERIES OF TINY CLUES TO GREAT CRIMES. 


Clug, of, 


On the bed in a well- 
furnished bedroom in a 
house on the outskirts of 
the little town of Lys, in 
the north of France, a young 
girl lay dying. 

She was the daughter of 
Baron Mescalier, who, to- 
gether with the doctor, was 
sitting by the bedside, 
c watching and hoping 
against hope. For the last three nights the Baron 
had becn unable to rest, and now, worn out with 
anxicty and want of sleep, he sat there, his heart 
full of despair, yet a smile on his lips, trying to 
cheer up the one being ho loved. 

“Will she live through tho night, doctor?” 
he whispered. 

“Yes, I think so,” replied Dr. Vir. ‘ Here, 
drink this, and goand lic down. If anything should 
happen I'll call you.” 

Lote alone with his patient, Ir. Vir made himself 
az comfortable as he could in one of the armchairs 
in the room, and slept till about seven the following 
morning. 

The girl was then sleeping peacefully, and secmed, 
if anything, to be a little better than when her father 
had left her. The doctor quietly drew up tho 
blind letting the September sun pour into the little 
bedroom. It lighted up the patient’s face and 
made her hair shine like the golden corn in the fields 
that stretched away in the distance. 

The Cruel Murder. 

The doctor tip-toed to one corner of the room 
and picked up a small cylinder. It looked exactly 
like a cylinder of oxygen, such as is used in the last 
extremity to try to savo a person’s life. 

Quickly he crossed to the bed and soon a slight 
hissing sound, as of escaping gas, indicated that 
he had decided the last measure of all must be used. 

Tho girl on the bed stirred uneasily, and her face 
went a horrible pasty white. She secmed to 
breathe with greater difficulty than ever. The 
doctor suddenly put down the cylinder, rushed into 
the next room, and woke up Baron Mescalier. 

“Tam afraid she is going,” he whispered. “ You 
must come quickly.” 

The distracted father was only just in time to 
see his daughter breathe her last. The end had 
come so suddenly that even the doctor seemed 
ae In fact, he admitted himself baffled 

y the girl’s illness, 

She was only nineteen, and the first symptoms 
of anything wrong had been a sore throat. This 
rapidly grew worse, and though Dr. Vir gave his 
patient medicine and directed her to gargle her 
throat, and came to see her half a dozen times a 
day, he was unable to save her. 

Red Spots on the Girl’s Face and Chest. 

After her death a rather curious thing happened. 
A number of queer reddish OS pao on the 
dead girl's face and chest. en the Baron asked 
Dr. Vir about these spots he replied: ‘“‘ They are 
a sign of scarlet fever. Though it is very rare, 
scarlet fever sometimes attacks the internal organs, 
ie eh is probably the cause of your daughter’s 

leath.”” 

For some wecks the Baron was so gricf-stricken 
that his fricnds feared for his reason. His daughter's 
illness had been so short, her death so sudden, that 
he could hardly believe she had died a natural death. 

He could not get out of his mind those queer red 
Spots, aod tho ne he thought —_ : — = 
more he worried W oe o! . 
He mentioned his fears to Dr. Vir. ad 

‘“‘ Nonsense,” said the doctor. ‘“ You mustn’t 
worry yourself with ideas like that. What you 
want is a change. You had better get away and 
have a holiday.” 

But Baron Mescalier did not have a holiday. 
Instead, he wrote to his friend, Dr. Lacassagne, a 
coll e of Professor Reiss, the famous ctiminolo- 
gist of Lausanne University. Dr. Lacassagne had 
acquired as big a reputation for solving puzzli 
mysterics as any criminal expect, and the Baron 


Ladies, don’t worry your husbands for votes, 


Fhe. 
False 
Mummy 


By JOHN LAURENCE, 


felt that if anything were wrong the expert would 
soon discover it. 

It was one crening early in December that 
Dr. Laca: e arrived at the little town of Lys, and 
obtained full particulars of the case. 

“Tell me exactly what happened on the last 

ight,” he asked tho Baron. 

“Well, I had not slept for the previous two or 
threo nights, and I was half-mad with anxiety, 
when Dr. Vir offered to stay up with her all night.” 

“* Was he alone with her all the night ?” 

“Yes, quite alone. He gave me a neering 
poe so that I could have a little rest. hen 

awoke me in the morning it was only to tell me 
that Lola was dying. He said that ho had given 
her oxygen during the night, but that had failed 
to save her.” 

“‘ What did Dr. Vir say she died of ? ” 

‘* At first he said he did not know, and then he 
said that she had died of internal scarlet fever.” 

“Internal scarlet fever? Why?” 

“* Because after Lola was dead a number of quecr 
red spots appeared on her face and chest.” 


ave you a Blood-stained Handkerchief ? 


Dr. Lacassagne scemed puzzled for a moment, 
but quickly his face cleared as though be had 
solved the momentary problem that had worried 
him. Then he made a curious request. 

“‘ Have you got any of your daughter’s blood— 
a bloodstained handkerchief, for instance ? ” 

“f Curiously enough, I have!” replied Baron 
Mcscalier. “When Lola was being prepared for 
burial an assistant accidentally cut her wrist with 
a pair of scissors with which he was cutting a shect. 
Dr. Vir wiped her wrist with one of her own hand- 
kerchiefs, which I have kept in remembrance of her. 
I'll let you have it imm ly i” 

When the Baron had found. it, Dr. Lacassagne 
carefully placed it in a small sterilised caso. 

“* This will help me to say what she really died of,” 
he said, “for certain typhoid, malarial 
fever, eczema, and so on—leave traces which can 
be detected under the microscope. I will examine 
it this evening and to-morrow we will both go to the 
vault where your daughter lies, and I will settle 
oe suspicions once and for all, one way or the 
other.” . 

Before the crime expert saw Baron Mescalicr 
7 had made on extraordinary discovery. 
She had been murdered in a most ingenious way. 
Instead of having oxygen given to her, she had been 

iven carbon monoxide—a gas so deadly that 
inhaling a couple of pints is sufficicnt to causo 
death. The blood of anyone who has died from 
being poisoned by this gas acts in a different way 
under scientific tests than if they had died from any 
other cause. 

No Body in the Coffin. 

“You see you a es Dr. Vir's word aa be 
was giving your ighter oxygen,” said 
Lac e. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, he deliberately 
poisoned her. We must now find out why.” 

“* But there is no why!" exclaimed Baron. 
“*He was as fond of my —— as myself. He 
has often been to the vault me in the last three 
months and knelt beside the coffin. In fact, we 
always went together.” 

“ Well, we'll go and see if I am mistaken or not,”’ 
replied the crime expert. 

When they arrived at the vault Dr. Lacassagne 
carefully examined the coffin with a magnifying 
glass before he opened it, and then rapidly 
unscrewed the lid. 

The coffin wae empty! 

The criminologist did not seem surprised, though 
the father of the dead girl could not restrain his 
horror and grief. Carefully Dr. Lacassagne cut 
away some pieces of silk from the lining inside the 
coffin. He also unscrewed the lock of the door of 
the vault, took it to pieces, and examined it under 
his microscope before replacing it. 

Before leaving the Baron he asked him one moro 
question. 

“ Did you have your daughter embalmed ? ” 

“Yes, Dr. Vir suggested it, and as there are no 


fe 


WERE ENDING 


embalmers in a little town like Lys, Dr. Vir him ‘cif 
kindly carricd out the embalming process.” 

“Then his guilt is certain. verything poinis 
to it. First of all, your daughter has been poisoned, 
and by Dr. Vir. That is certain because he w::s 
with her all night. The gas he had given her kiiis 
quickly, and he was the only one who could ha: .: 
administered it. 

“ Secondly, he embalmed your daughter, anil 
now he has stolen her body. You say that he is a: 
Egyptologist. Does he keep mummies ?” 

** As a rule, he has one or two in his house. TH. 
knows a good many people in Cairo, and hb: 
mummies sent to him which he sells again 1. 
various museums.” 

‘* Heavens!’ exclaimed Dr. Lascassagne. “ That 
explains all! Dr. Vir is a fiend on earth!” 

“ Explains all? How?” asked Baron Mescalicr. 

“Why, the man you trusted, the man you aske« 
to come and save your daughter's life, deliberat«iv 
poisoned her, embalmed her—you remember hi 
suggested that himsclf--stolo her body, and has 
pes baie by now wrapped’ her up in mumniy 
clothes and sold her as an Egyptian mummy !”’ 

The Baron gave a cry of despair. 

“ Lacassagne, you're right. He was telling me 
only recently that he had obtained the mumniy of 
an Egvptian Princess. He has it there now, though 
he would never let me see it. Ob! if we can only 
bring it home to him.” 

Face to Face with Dr. Vir. 

““We can do that, I think,” replied Dr. Lacas- 
sagne. “In the vault I made a number of di-- 
coveries. You said that he had accompanied yon 
always to pray by your daughter's coffin. He dir 
that for a double purpose. In the first place, he 
wanted to obtain an impression of the key of the 
lock; and in the second, he was afraid to let you 
enter the vault alone after he had stolen the 


Fraces of the wax he had used to take an 
impression of the key remained not only on the key, 
but also on the lock whero it had come off the key. 
There were other clues which we can test when we 
have Dr. Vir before us. I found, for example, a 
number of finger-prints on the glass lid of the inner 
coffin. But let us go along and interview Dr. Vir. 
You had better introducc me as an enthusiast on 
Egvptology. On our way we'll call on the police.” 

r. soon had Dr. Vir talking about 
his hobby. 


“TY hear from Baron Mescalier that you have a 
mummy of an Egyptian Princess. Do you mind 
us sceing it ?”” 

“Certainly not,” replied Dr. Vir. ‘‘ She is the 
Princess Nito-kris. But,alas! I shall not have her 
long for she is already seld to a museum.” 

As he was speaking, he opened one of the mummy 
cases in his room. Lagerly the crime expert and 
Baron Mescalier leant forward as he undid some ot 
the wrappings. Then the Baron heaved a sigh 
of relief. 

He Had Dyed Lola’s Hair. 

The body in the coftin was obviously not that of 
his daughter. M’mselle Lola had golden hair. 
while that of the mummy was black. His daughtcr 
had had a fair clear complexion, while that of the 
mummy was dark, in keeping with its hair. 

Dr. gne bent forward and carefully 
examined it. en he turned to the Egyptologist. 

“ Very interesting indeed, Dr. Vir. But why did 
you dye this woman’s hair?” 

Dr. Vir straightened himself up, and was about 
to speak, when the other blew a shrill blast on a 
little whistle. The door was flung open, and in 
rushed a numbor of: gendarmes. 

“ Arrest that man!” cried Dr. Lacassagne. 

“T charge him with the murder of M’mselle Lol. 
Mescalier last September. There is her dead 
body!” And he pointed dramatically to the sv- 
called mummy of the Princess Nito-kris. 

The arrest of Dr. Vir brought to light one o 
the most remarkable criminals of modern time: 
He was an extremely clever man, one who wii< 
deeply versed in Heyptien lore, and who had 
re a thorough knowledge of the methods v' 
em ing used in Ancient Egypt. 

Further investigations proved that he ba‘ 
deliberately murdered at a dozne womu:. 
afterwards embalming their bodies and selling the 
to various big muscums as genuine Egyptiir 
mummies. 

Dr. Vir wrote out full confession of his horribl 
crimes one night, and was found the followiny 
morning dead in his prison-cell. 

He had poisoned himself. 

(Next week: “* The Clue of the Odd-shaped Burn.”) 


Worrv them rather to buy you HOME NOTES. 


%200 


for 
17 CORRECT RESULTS 


&100 


for 16 CORRECT RESULTS, 
or the most nearly 
correct coupon. 


FOR FoR FOR 
20 CORRECT RESULTS. 19 CORRECT RESULTS. 18 CORRECT RESULTS. 


We are again offering prizes of £500, £400, £300, £200, £100. Below, you will find a list of matches taking place on Saturday, 
December 13th. To the compotitor who forecasts all these matches correctly we will award the splendid prize of £500. In the event of a 
tle this sum will be divided. Should no competitor forecast all the matches correctly, the prize of £400 will be awarded to the competitor— 
or competitors—sending in a coupon containing nineteen correct results. Should this prize not be won, tho sum of £300 will be awarded 
to the competitor—or competitors—sending in a coupon containing elghteen correct results. Again, should this prize not be carried off, the 
prize of £200 will be paid to the competitor—or competitors—sending in a coupon containing seventeen correct results. In the unlikely 
event of this prize not being won, we will pay the prize of £100 to the competitor—or competitors—sending in a coupon containing sixteen 
correct results, or the most nearly correct coupon. Only one prize, whatever the amount, will be paid. 
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W.C. Mark your envelope ‘Football No. 15’ in 


PEARSON'S FOOTBALL CONTEST. —No. 


On the entry form opposite you will find the the top lef i 
t p left-hand corner. _ All attempts must arrive played turday 
names of the clubs taking part in matches not later than first post, Friday, December 12th. eerartiint pe h pd i be the eS 
to be played on Saturday, Dec. 13th 4. Competitors may send in as many entry forms as they Foo cde aon't See eavelther: losing labs 
¥ h , e wish, and any number of persons can inclose their Chelsea (2) vy. Sunderland (0) 
ou have first of all to make yourself coupons in one envelope, provided the proper amount eeUneer 
acquainted with the records and capabilities of postage is affixed, —_ bie v. bere Hotspur (0) 
of the various clubs, and decide in each case | 5. The prize of £500 will be awarded to the competitor Bolton Wanderers (0) % Evseton o - 
which club you think will win. Then draw a from whom the Editor receives a coupon containing Manchester United (2) v. Bradford City (0 
twenty correct results. Should nocompetitor forecast ve Creole y (0) 
line in ink through the name of the club all the matches correctly, the prize of £400 will Burnley (—) v. Manchester City (—) 
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leave in names of both teams — not be won, the sam of 8300 will be awarded Preston North End (—) v. Derby County (—) 
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formance. Frezia ia an International player, aud has a Sheffield Wednesday won the last two matches 
thoroughly good reputation in his own country. ‘he | against West Bromwich Albion when the latter havy 
Reading directors have now definitely decided to engage him | visited the Wednesday at Sheffield. 

as a professional player, and he may soon be szen in the Clapton Orient will be on their mettle when thoy 
ranks of the Reading elub. If Frezia turns out to be as | ontertain their near and “‘ dear’’ neighbours, Woolwich 
good a capture to Reading as Middelboe has alrcady done | Arsenal. There will very likely be a good deal of 
for Chelsea, the Reading dfrectors will have no cause to | feeling put into the play, as the Gunners have not 


Continental “ Internationals" for English 
Clubs, and Hints on Coupon No. 15. 


Some of our English League Clubs, not content with grumble over the bargain. forgotten the fact that the Orientals strongly objected 

drawing supplies from Scotland, Wales, and Ireland, are | Clapton Orient’s Belgian International. oe — malig eee! Gast neato a 

* now busy scouring the Continent for Players. Not to be outdune by Chelsea and Reading, Clapton ibe eree Wi oe rt a ay tm hold of the game, or thy 
Chelsea’s Danish International Orient have also been on the look-out for foreign Luter- | ‘Ss Mstey doi Xt relish their visit to Molinenx Park 

sd sid arene iad nationals. On Saturday, November 15th, they intro- arnsley don t rei War visit to Molineux Park to 

The Southern clubs seem particularly partial to these | duced W. Vanden Eynden, a Belgian Titevankional: centre- | moet Wolverhampton Wanderers. In tho lust five 


‘importations,’ bat if the players are as good as| half, in their game a inst Queen’s’ Park Rangers engagements between these teams, Barnsley were unable 

Britishers, and can show us anything which we don’t | Reserves. He played ee ate fine game, and aS to score, but the home team put on twelve goals. 

know about the game—well, we won't grumble. great catisfaction. His football is of the thinking kind ; in Brighton have not suffe.el defeat at the feet of 
There is very little doubt that Middelboe, who made | fact, he plays as much with his brains as with his feet, | West Ham United for at least five seasons, when thy 

his debut for Chelsea in the game at Stamford Bridge | and thero is little doubt that, if he signs professional latter have visited the seaside town. In tho last four 

against Derby County, not only played delightful foot- | forms for the O’s, he may turn out to be a rea find. a, po at Brighton West Ham have not scored at all. 

bull, but had a good deal to do with Chelsea’s victory. Besides being a footballer of real. merit, Eynden is also orthampton lost the game last season when they 
Time after time he came to the rescue of his side, and | an athlete of no mean ability, for he possesses about forty eatecteined SLi tery but during the four previous 

his passing to the forwards was rand perfect. Whethor | prizes won in various athletic competitions. Bis Inter. | years they were thieti able to avoid defeat. 

it was a long drive, or a short, rapid thrust, it went to the | national Caps now number seventeen, and this number will Fang. a9 i. etic won the last three engagemeuts 

desired spot with marked precision, not now and again, | certainly be augmented, for he is ouo of the best exponents when Bristol Rovers were their visitors. 

but almost every time. The Dane is the best amateur | of half-back play that has ever represented Belgium. 
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for he has represented Denmark in many an engagement, Middlesbrough have only scored four goals in five| Matches played on } Saturday, Nov. 15th. 


; i field. - 
and already possesses over a dozen International caps. | Years 4 inst Liverpool at Au In ti t th lation pei f £100 h 
i Bradford City have only found the net on one n this contest the consolation prize of 18 
He La * 3 of ane eens. Ledeen pe oeontan when aA have been visitors to Manchester | been divided among the following competitors, each 
’ ped 


against their Teutonic rivals. United during the last five years, and then only scored | of whom seat in a coupon containing one mistake : 
A one goal. 3 Jaurs Baooxes, 55 Council Terrace, Essex Street, Darwen. 
Reading's Italian International. Newcastle United have not been able ta ae ous GF. Comer, 4) Moatharmer Huta, Cardiff. 
Last spring, when the Biscuitmen were away on a Con. | victory out of the last five engagements wit effie’ j. H. Ker, 216 Boulevard, Hull. 
tinontal Tear they played a game at Genoa, mn which one United at St. James’ Park. C. Lutuee, 7 Albert Place, Brearley St., Handsworth, Birm, 


member of the opposing team far outshone all their other Blackburn Rovers have always found it adifficult | C#anuns Maxpzns, P.O. Mary St.. Birmingham. 


qeepe James Nutter, 25 Lorn) Street, Faiffield, Liverpool. 
opponents. Attilo Frezia was his name, and he played | matter to score goals when visiting Oldham Athletic ; D. Putitrs, 123 Charles Street, Milford Haven, 


euch a dashing and intelligent game against Reading that in fact, they have only soored ono goal during the last three C.P. Raysor, 30 Nova Rowd, West Croydon. 
their peed were cederaely impressed by hia per- | years, ‘but that goal was enough to give them two p vints. B. Wnartos, 16 Bavent Road, Camberwell, 5.5. 
= * 


tvery Year the King and 

Queen Receive Samples 

Worth Many Thousands 
of Pounds. 


Nose of their Majestics’ subjects receive anything 
like the quantity of sample F peg which are sent 
to the King and Queen. ey keep coming to 
Buckingham Palace throughout the whole year, 
but they arrive in enormous quantities some weeks 
before Christmas. 

A special room at Buckingham Palace is set 
aside for the reception of these sample goods, and 

* at Christmas-tide so numerous are the samples that 
arrive that usually two men from the private 
Court Post Office have to be employed to deal 
with them. 

The rule concerning unsolicited sample goods , 
sent to their Majesties is very simple. All such 
goods of considerable value are to be returned to 
the senders; ordinary samples of little value can 
be retained and divided among any of the Royal 
servants who wish to keep them. 


arrive in ve viet quantities, a clerk enters in a 
book pardionions of all the valuable articles received, 
and opposite each item a note is subsequently 
made giving the date upon which the sample has 
been sent back ; it is but very occasionally that the 
King or Queen care to retain some of these valuable 
samples, but if either of their Majesties do so the 
goods so retained are paid for. 

The total! value of the various sample goods sent 
to their Majesties in the year is certainly not less 
than £30,000, but the bulk of the goods arrive, of 
course, some weeks before Christmas. 

Queen Mary receives most marvellous assort- 
ments of exquisite dress fabrics, examples of 
beautiful laces, embroidery work, and shawls, 
whilst specially prepared catalogues, never secn by 
the ordinary public, of various goods arrive in a 
perfect avalanche at Buckingham Palace at this 
time of year. 

Many of these catalogues cost a very consider- 
able sum of money to produce. A well-known firm 
that specialises in children’s toys has a special 
catalogue prepared every year for their Royal 
customers which costs them about £500 to turn out. 

It is printed on the best class of cream glazed 
art paper, and is most elaborately and profusely 
illustrated from drawings and photographs. It is 
bound in vellum, and bears the Royal crown on 
the cover stamped in gold. A copy of the catalogue 
is sent to every crowned head in 
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would not at first put a price on it, but when thc 
Spanish monarch intimated to him that unless |i: 
did so he would send the model back, the make; 
admitted that the model cost him three hundre:| 
pounds to produce, and duly received a cheque 
for that sum. 

A very wealthy and celebrated firm of furnish: 
sent models of six furnished rooms to the Kaise 


when he was.staying at Buckingham Palace as t)\, 


guest of the late King some years ago. The dimen 
sions of each model room was twelve inches | 
hee and the furniture was modelled in proportion. 
All the chairs, tables, bureaus, and other pieces of 
furni‘uve were of antique design, and were carve! 
in mahogany and satinwood. Many of the chairs 
in one of the model reception-rooms were of 
Louis XV. and XVI. periods, and were exquisitely 
reproduced in gilt. : 

The whole model took nearly three years to 


‘prepare. The Kaiser purchased it for seven hundred 


guineas. 

Samples Are Only Kept a Few Days. 

Of course a firm having the regular patrona,« 
of Royalty is frequently specially asked to senii 
samples of goods to Buckingham Palace; these 
are never retained more than a day or so, and ar 
returned usually with an order from the King and 
Queen for some articles of which samples were sent. 

Occasionally a tradesman is requested to attend 


ae 


é 
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Many of the sample goods sent to the King are urope: at Buckingham Palace at a specified hour, ani er 
of con devable aan a they come from aden A Motor-Car of Silver Gilt for Alfonso. bring samples of certain goods with him, which are y 
men all over the world, who hope by this means to A great Paris firm which specialises in children’s | then personally inspected by tho King or Queen, 
secure the patronage of the British monarch. For | dresses prepares every year a still more expensive | and the tradesman departs probably with a big te 
example, a Paris cigar merchant sent the King | catalogue for their Royal patrons. It is illustrated | order in his pocket. ‘ 
shortly after his accession a sample of fifty cigars | by two distinguished artists, who are cach paid 
in a magnificent gold box, worth at least fifty | five hundred guineas for their contributions to the t 


pounds. Both the box and cigars were, of course, 
returned to the sender. 


Enough Smokes for Years. 


Last Christmas, among the samples received by 
the King were enough cigars, cigarettes, tobacco, 
and pipes to keep the most inveterate smoker well 
supplied for many years. Five thousand sample 
boxes of all sorts of cigars arrived in one week from 
hundreds of different cigar manufacturers, and 
most of the samples were in silver boxes. They 
were all returned to the senders. 

At Christmas-time, when sample goods begin to 


catalogue, which, moreover, contains a number of 
interesting children’s stories, 

When foreign Royalties come to this country 
they become recipients of the most valuable sample 
goods. The King of Spain, when he first came 
here some years ago, was sent, among other things, 
a model of a motor-car made of silver gilt. This 
beautifully-designed car was two feet in lei.gth 
and modelled in proportion. The value of the 
metal alone in it must have been over a hundred 
pounds, 

The young King was very much taken with the 
model and jn due course purchased it. The maker 


THAT’S IT! 

A Lapy who was unacquainted with military 
terms asserted in a company of gentlemen that 
her husband was an officer in the Army. : 

‘* What is his station, madam ?”’ 

“T don’t recollect, but the word ends with 
ral,” said she. 

““You must mean a gene-ral, madam.” 

**No, that’s not the word.” 

“* Perhaps a corpo-ral / said another. 

No, sir.” . 

“Well, madam, perhaps it is a scound-ral ?”* 

“Yes, yes, that is it!’ cried she cagerly. 


WHAT ARE THE GIFTS ON THIS CHRISTMAS TREE? 


TWENTY CONSOLATION GIFTS. 


CONDITIONS FOR COMPETIIORS. 


1. All attempts must be forwarded on the couron below. 

2. When yon have filled in what ob‘ec‘s, {n your opinion, the half fin'sheA 
drawings represent, sign your name and address in the space provided, cut 
out the -oupon, anu forwar4 it to the Editor, Pearson's Weekly, Henrietta strect, 


£5 FOR A CORRECT LIST. TEN PRIZES OF 10s. EACH. 


Are you good at deciphering pic- objects. Ten prizes of 10s. each, 
a! If rt aa | enjoy ae twenty — ton site will 
novel competition o: fe rded to di 
finished drawings. Each little { ion nemtyanveniiee in acter of 
picture represents some everyday merit. 
If you find any one picture too 


object which a few lines would com- 


te. 13, for instance, is i 1 London, W.C. 
pon -d picture of af ball. etree help ee ee amend 3. Mark your envelope “ Christmas Tree" in the top left-hand corner. 
The Editor of ‘Pearson's Weekly’ solution : Trace the picture we give 


4. All att«mpts most arrive on or before Tuesday, December 1th. 


, off ona piece of and adda 6. The pe of £5 will be awarded, by the Fditor of Pearson's Wee lv, to the sender 
few lines, bere ee ves cf ' ne cmpon containing a cor ce list oral the oblects on the COFREEOAS tre. 
wi very likel. i nth: event »f a number of reiders sending «n ell correct coupon, the £5 pr:ze 
Correct Colation. it on the wiil be divided amongs: the successful competitors. 
6. Ten prizes of 105, each, and twenty concolation gifts, will be awarded to the 
senders of the niost nearly correc: coupo .8 iu oder of meiit. 
7. Should no competitor send in a correct coupon, the £5 prize will be awarded to 
the sender—or senders—of the c.upons cuntawing the greatest number of 
the o: jects correct, 


8. The published decisio+ is fnal, anc competitors may enter on this understanding / 
only. 


PEARSSN’S XMAS TREE COMPETITION. 


te, 


will award a prize of £5 to the 
veader—cr readers—who send a 
eorrect list of the twenty-five 


ee eee VBS. tcssrrdvesrenrmacensiectess 
5. . 
6... 


NOE cscs cagess naires’ 


Address 


You may send as many 
attempts as you like. 


Whatever you buy you must not fail 
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. To buy the PEARSON'S now on sa‘e. 
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WEEK ENDING 
Dec, 6, 1913. 
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CHAPTER I. 
For the Sake of His Sister. 
“You ss bags Before death seals your lips for 


ever tell me the name of the scoundrel who ruined 
you! Tell me, en * 

A tall, sturdy, middle-aged man, with a face as grey 
and grim as a granite cliff, stood by the side of a bed 
omeemors at the pale, frail figure of a woman lying 
thore. 

Though John Steele knew that his sister was dying, 
that the great shadow that would part them for ever 
must soon fall, his soul was relentless and unpitying. 

For eighteen years he had tried to drag the secret 
from her lips, to discover the name of the man who 
was the father of hcr daughter, and now he was not 
going to allow any weak sympathy for his sister in her 
last moments to deter him from pressing for the truth. 

“ Let mo see my Mary! Oh, John, why are you so 
cruel ? What difference does it make now? Let me 
see my child!” 

The dying woman pleaded with him in a voice so 
feeble and so pitiable that it must have moved the 
heart of any man less hard than her brother. 

A frown gathered on John Steele’s massive forehead. 

“TI took the child from you cightecn years ago, 
Maggic. _ I’ve looked after her ; I’ve had her educated ; 
I've made her earn an honest living for herself ; and 
I've kept from her the knowledge of her shame. It 
is useless to waste the moments that remain to you in 
making such a request. Tell me the name of the man 
who betrayed you, that I may punish him as he 
deserves.” 

“You know I promised him, John,” she answered 
in a feeble whisper. ‘I cannot break my promise. 
Oh, don’t torture me, John!” 

“Such promises, as I've often told you before, are 
not binding. If you, can’t see that you owe it to 
yourself to tell me this scoundrel’s name, you must 
surely understand that it is a debt due to socicty that 
he should not be allowed to go free. Even now, after 
all these years, he should be made to pay the price. 
Tell me his name, Maggie.” 

He leant over her, and, putting out his hand, seized 
her shoulder. 

“Tell me, Maggie!” 

Sho shut her eyes, and her lips closed tight, as if to 
show her determination not to Freak her promise even 
now. John Steele, with an angry shake of his 
shoulders, turned from her and walked across the 
room to the window. 

It was November, and a wild storm was raging in 
the night. From outside, above the shrieking of the 
wind, he could hear the roar of the waves tumbling on 
the bar, where the River Eden flowed into the sea. 

He had built his house—solid, four-square, of hard 
stone—some ten years ago, when Fortune had at last 
crowned his industry with success. It stood right in 
the front of the little hamlet of Deeping Ferry, close 
to the river itself, where he could watch his barges 
coming and going with the swing of the tides. 

Now his eyes looked across the river, where the 
ferry plied, to the other side. 

Out of the darkness there rose up on the summit 
of a wooded hill a large, brilliantly lit mansion. It 
was Eden Manor, the country home of the millionaire 
i aren re Sir Henry Matlock. 

John Steele, as he looked at the great house, with its 
numerously lighted windows, smiled grimly to himself. 

Death, he knew, wae-busy there, as it was in his own 
house. Sir Henry Matlock was dying. The greatest 
doctors in the country were wrestling for his life, but 
in vain. Everybody in Decping Ferry know that he 
was oe that his son, Major Matlock, from whom 
he separated so long, had been sent for—that 
the end was at hand. 

The door of the bedroom epee softly, and the 
village nurse came in. She glanced at her patient, 
and, thinking her asleep, turned to Steele. 
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Forgive Us 7 
Our Trespasses 


66 


The Story of a Long-Waited-For Revenge, and the Tragedy It Brought to An Innocent Girl. 


LADBROKE BLACK, Author of ‘' The House of the Stranger, *° «¢ The Blackmailer,”? 


‘*Treachery,”’ and others. 


“Sir Henry's dead, Mr. Steele,” she said. ‘‘ The 


news has just come over. And the Major wasn’t 


there, though thcy’ve had the car waiting at the 
station all day for him.” 

Steele was about to make some reply when he was 
arrested by a movement on the bed. king round, 
he saw that Maggio was sitting up, her hair hanging 
in wild disarray over her shoulders, a strange excite- 
ment in her eyes. 

“Did you say that Sire Henry was dead, nurse?” 
she exclaimed in a voice that secmed suddenly to have 
grown stronger. 

The nurse went quickly to the bed, and, speaking 
soothingly to her patient, tried to mako her lie down, 
but Maggie resisted her efforts. 

“I want to speak to my brother alone,” she said. 
“ Tve something I must say to him, nurse, before the 


John Steele, striding quickly to her side, motioned 
to the nurse to leave. 

“ You are going to tell me the name of that scoundrel, 
re 2”? he said when they were alone. “‘ Isn't that 

Her strength seemed suddenly to have left her, and 
she sank back on the pillows. 

“© You've been hard and unkind to me, John ; you’ve 


kept my child from me, but I know you are a just 


man. You will bear witness that I have kept my 
promise all these years.” 
Steele nodded his head grimly. 


“T am absolved from my promise now. There is 


no reason why I shouldn't tell you his name.” 

Her voice trailed off into an almost inaudible whisper. 
There was a choking sound in her throat, and she 
pulled feebly at her nightgown, as if she found difti- 
culty: in breathing. A great terror seized her brother 
that he was to be robbed of the secrot even now. He 
bent over her, putting his ear close to her lips. 

“Tell me his name, Maggie.” 

The woman gasped for breath; her lips moved as 
if vainly trying to frame some words. Then very 
faintly she uttered a name. 

** Major Matlock.” 

Even as the secret which she had kept for over 
eighteen years passed her lips Death claimed her for 
his own. Steele knew it by the grey pallor that had 
come into her cheeks and the cold, clammy touch of 
her hand. 

He bent down and kissed her on the forehead, and 
then,Neaving the room, he summoncd the nurse, and, 
going downstairs himself, passed out into the night. 

The wild storm secmed attuned to hisemotions. In 
his way, he had loved his sister. He had stood by her, 
keeping the secret of her shame, sheltering her from 
the scorn and scoffs of their neighbours. 

Nobody knew of her child, of the beautiful young 

irl who had grown up in a distant part of Lancashire, 
lieving that the strange, grim man who came to sce 
her occasionally was her father. 

And now at last John Steele had obtained the name 
of the man who had betrayed his sister—Major Henry 
Matlock, to whom death but a few minutes before at 
Eden Manor had given the title of baronet. He knew 
the scoundrel now, and he would exact vengeance to 
the uttermost. 

In his overwrought mood he made his way to the 
side of the river, where the water was flowing on an 
ebb tide swiftly down to the sea. He tried to pray 
for strength to carry through what he purposed. 

Scarcely knowing what he was doing or saying, he 
repeated the Lord's Prayer, standing there on the 
shingle, but at the words, “ Forgive us our trespasses 
as we forgive them,” he ae abruptly. 

““No, I won't forgive!” he cried wildly, ‘‘ not till 
the man who betrayed my Maggie has paid the price.” 

Somebody scemed to hear him talking to himsclf, 
for out of the darkness a man’s voice hailed him. 

“Hullo! I want a boat across to Eden Manor.” 

There was something sharp and imperious in the 
voice, and as John Steele heard it the blood in his 
veins seemed to tingle, and the musclcs of his big body 
stiffened The figure of a tall man came stumbling out 
through the darkness towards him, evidently taking 
him for one of the boatmen. 

“Here! Can you take me across? I want to gct 
to the Manor. Iam Major Matlock.” 

In the darkness John Steele's grim face was invisible. 
He stood stock still for a moment without speaking. 
“Yes,” he said at last, “I will take you across.” 

By the little jetty to which the steam ferry plied ia 
the daytime a boat was moored. Steele loosened tho 


chain, and then motiontng to Major Matlock to ste 
aboard, himself took the centre seat. A hard pus 
ig the oar, and they were out on the swiftly flowing 
ebb. 

For some minutes John Stecle rowed in silence, 
keeping the hoad of the boat well up the river to 
counteract the strength of the tide. But when half- 
way across he at last addressed his companion. 

“The boat's making water. If you'd stand up, 
Major Matlock, and just look at the back of the seat 
there, you'd find avbailer. We must get some of the 
water out of her.”’ 

Major Matlock rose as he was requested. Eighteen 
ycars of soldicring. travelling, and roughing it in every 
part of the world had made him accustomed to deal 
with all sorts of emergenci>s, and the darkness, the 
storm, the swiftly running tide, and the fact that he 
was in a leaking boat, disturbed him not tho slightest. 

“ I'm afraid I can’t find it,” he said, fumbling about 
in the stern. 

As he uttered the words he was pushed violently 
from behind, and the next instant he was in the water. 
With ono wild desperate effort he clutched at the sido 
of the boat, and his Brip held. Faintly in tho darkness 
he could seo the face of John Stecle. 

“You arc the scoundrel who ruined my sister—you, 
Major Matlock. Maggie Steele lics dead up at my 
house, and now you shall pay the penalty.” 

Tho fingers that gripped the edge of the boat wero 
torn from their hold. 

“Don’t bo a fool, man! She was my wife—my 
lawful wife, I tell you. Help! Help!” he cried. 

The fury of the wind drowned his words. John 
Stecle, knecling on the bottom of the boat, felt a cold 
grip of horror at his heart. For some seconds he was 
like a man paralysed, and then he stumbled back to his 
seat and hezan to row furiously down the river, his 
cyes searching the dark flood. Rut there was nothing 
to be seen. 

Once he heard a cry, but when he reached the spot 
there was no trace of the man on whom he had vented 
his fruitless vengeance. 

Behind the red curtains of the Ferryboat Inn, the 

usual group of fishermen were assembled in the sanded 
bar. 
They looked up curiously as John Stecle entered and, 
tapping on the counter, asked for a glass of brandy- 
and-water. Not for years—not since prosperity had 
come to him—had he been known to enter the inn. 

“Evening, Mr. Steele,” said one of the men. “7 
hope you've better news of Miss Steele ?”’ 

Bteelo turned on his questioncr with a face grim and 
drawn. 

“My sister died an hour and a half ago,” he said 
shortly. 

A silence of consternation fell on the group, while 
Stecle drained his glass and called for another. 

“ Did any ory ou men hear somebody calling for tho 
ferry 2?” he said, in a slow deliberate tone. 

“No, we haven't heard anybody,’ they answered in 
chorus. 

“1 could have sworn I heard somebody calling for 
the ferry about an hour ago, but perhaps I was mis- 
taken,” retortcd Steele. 

At that moment the door of the bar swung open and 
a tall dark-looking man, in a bluc overcoat and a 
bowler hat, and with the gencral appearance of tho 
cheaper kind of commercial traveller, entered. He 
was a stranger to cvcrybody in the bar, and a dozen 
pairs of eycs regarded him curiously. Stccle turncd 
to him immediately. 

“ Have you been outside for long ?”” he asked. 

“Yes, about an hour,” replicd the man, with his 
dark eyes fixed on Stcele’s face. 

John Stcele took a sip at his glass before he asked 
his next question, and there was some hesitation in his 
manncr as he asked it. 

“ Perhaps you can tcll me—did you hear somebody 
calling for the ferry?” 

“ Yes, I did,” replied the man. 

As he spoke, he moved up to the bar alongcidle 
Steele. 

“You look as if you're a bit wet, governor. Haven't 
you been out boating?” he whispered. “ I thought J 

card a man’s voice calling for help.” 

Stecle put down his glass with an unnecessary clatter 
on the counter. 

“That's curious,” he answered. 

Tho man edged up closer to him. 

“ Twas hanging about on the quay, when a man whe 
said ho was Major Matlock asked for a boat,” b 
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whispored. ‘‘Somebody took him out and didn't | impresario—the discoverer of great singers—and if 

come back with him, mister.’ he is bored by our Maitland concerts he’d much better 

Stcele's face was hard and grim, and in his grey eyes | stay away,” e answered almost brusquely. 
thero was unmistakable terror. He put down his glass ‘Well, don’t be angry with poor Mr. Lyte, and 
and, without a word, went out of the bar. please don’t be so cross with me, Mr. Gascoyne, for not 

* Who's tho gentleman ?’ asked tho stranger non- | going into ecstasies over a mill-bands’ concert,’ Esther 
chalantly as the door closed. Matlock replied, glancing at bim from under her dark 

“Mr. John Stecle, barge-owner and builder—a very | cye-lashes. , : 
big man round these parts, mate.” A slight frown appestel on Gascoyne’s brow, but it 

“Seems ‘a bit gruff and short-like, doesn’t he?” | cleared instantly as e glanced up at the platform, and 
replied the man. his whole face lighted up with intcrest. Esther 

“His sister's just died; that accounts for it. He | Matlock, following his gaze, saw a young girl of about 
was mighty fond of her.” eighteen standing behind the footlights. Tho beauty 

“Ah!” said the stranger, meditatively sipping his | of her face, set off by a mass of raven black hair, was 
glass. : faultless, and, as she stood there in a simplo muslin 
frock, she looked a perfect picture of youthful loveli- 
ness. A slight flush crept into Miss Matlock’s checks, 
and her eyes contracted unpleasantly as Gascoyne 
joined heartily in the applause with which the new 
performer was greeted. 

‘“* And who is this young person in whom you seem 
to take so much‘interest, Mr. Gascoyne ?” she asked. 

‘“‘ Mary Lawless,” replied the clergyman, reddening 
a little as if ashamed of the discovery of his enthusiasm. 

‘1 am afraid I am none the wiser. Who may Mary 
Lawless be?” 

Gascoyne moved uncomfortably in his seat. 

“She is one of my parishioners. Her father was 
engaged for many years in business abroad, and she 
was brought up here almost like an orphan. She 
works in the mill. Three wecks ago her father joined 
her, and they are living together now in a small cottage 
on the outskirts of the town.” 

“Quite a romance!” exclaimed Miss Matlock 
icily. ‘“‘ But, hush, Mr. Gascoyne; your protégé is 
going to do what they call * her piece.’ ” 

The piano had struck up the opening bars of “‘ Home, 
Sweet Home,” and Mary Lawless, with her eyes fixed 
straight in front of her, had begun to sing. At the 
first notes of the air Felix Lyte had crossed his legs 
and curled himself up like a man suffcring ffom some 
internal His head was buried in his chest, and 
he looked as if he were not only bored, but tortured. 
The girl, however, had not sung more than a few bars 
when he sat up abruptly, fumbled for a moment with 
his eyeglass, and then, fixing it in his eye, stared long 
and steadily at the singer. 

Had it been a London audience they would have 
watched these procecdings with considerable interest. 
Felix Lyte was a man with a European reputation, 
and for bim to evince even the slightest interest in a 
performer was a sure sign that he or she possessed 
ability beyond the common. But these Lancashire 
The Rov. Frank Gascoyne’s handsome, clean-shaven | mill-hands were sublimely ignorant of Mr. Lyte’s 
face set sternly. He liked the Maitland people to | reputation. They did know, however, that they loved 
enjoy themsclves; in and out of,season he preached | to hear Mary Lawless sing, and after the first verse a 
the doctrine of healthy amusements and simple re- | volume of applause greeted the singer. In the whole 
creation, and he resented the patronage, devoid as it | hall only Miss Matlock’s hands were idle. 
was of allsympathy, of these new people at the Hall. * Not at all bad!” she remarked superciliously to 

“Mr. Felix Lyto is a famous London critic and | Gascoyne. ‘ For @ person of her class she really sings 

quite well.” 

Gascoyne, who had been clapping 

Z.xigorously, turned to her, flushed 

and excited. 

“I think her performance de- 
serves more praise than that, Miss 
Matlock. Why, even Mr. Lyte, 
whose judgment you valuc, seems 
‘© be delighted.” 

Esther Matlock Jooked quickly 
in the direction of her father's 
Z companion. As Gascoyne had 
said, Felix Lyte was applauding 
sapturously. 

** By Jove, what a find!” he 
whispered to Sir Janics. ‘The 
girl a wonderful voice. With 
& few months’ training she would 
capture all Europe.” 

Sir James, who had been half 
asleep, roused himself with an 
cffort. 

* Really? You don’t say so!” 

Lyte held up a waming hand as 
Mary Lawless began to sing 
again. 

A dark-looking man in a bluoc 
overcoat with a velvet collar, who 
was sitting behind Lyte, bent 
forward as if to catch what the 

at connoisseur had said. Then 

@ Icant back in his chair and 

began to listen with a new interest 
to the singer. 

“Who is she?" asked Lyte, 
when the song was at last over 
and the applause had died down. 

Sir James, leanj across his 
daughter, trees | Gascoyne, 
who, with evident pleasure, briefly 
related what he knew about Mary 
Lawless. 

..,. Her father is somewhere in 
the hall,” he said. “I saw him 
as T came in. There,” he added, 
looking round, ‘at the cnd of 


CHAPTER Il. 
At the Mill-Hands’ Concert. 

“WE have to come, of course, to these perform- 
ances, but arcn’t they a terrible bore, Mr. Gascoyne ?"’ 

Astatcly, beautifully dressed girl turned to the young 
clergyman who was sitting by her side in the front row 
of a crowded hall, and spoke with a half-laughing, half- 
supercilious smilo playing about her lips. Her com- 
panion, who had been studying the meagre mme 
with an attention it hardly scemed to merit, looked up. 

“*My dear Miss Matlock, don’t expect me to agree 
with you. I like to see le enjoying themselves, 
and there is no mistaking the ‘eating of this audience.” 

He glanced over his shoulder at the serried rows of 
men and women behind, who were following every 
item of the programme with obvious interest and 
approval. The Maitland mill-hands were holding 
their annual social, and, according to custom, the 
preticier of the mills was honouring the meeting with 

is presence. 

Sir James Matlock thought it a great honour. Only 
a month before, by the death of his cousin, Sir Henry 
Matlock, and the mysterious decease of the latter's 
son, Major Matlock, he had come unexpectedly into 
the baronetcy and the property, and, being a plump, 
pompous man, he was inclined to attach a value and 
an importance to his new title which perhaps it hardly 
merited. At the moment he was sitting with folded 
arms and closed eyes, apparently on the threshold of 
slumber. 

*“ Father, I believe, is going to sleep,’ Miss Matlock 
whispered, and then looking towards an immaculately- 
dressed gentleman with a thin, narrow faco and pointed 
beard, who was sitting next to Sir James, she added, 
“and as for Mr. Lyto, he looks as if he were enduring 
the tortures of purgatory.” 


—— — 
“Tm afraid Tcan't pnd it,’ said MaJor Matlock, fumbling about iw tre * 
tern, Ashe uttered the words he was pushed violently from tehind, and 
he next instant he was in the water, 
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rhea third row—the big, broad man with the ma- ; 
lace.” 

As Lyte tufted his head the dark man behind |: ; 
followed the direction of his gaze. Tho sight of Ma: 
father sccmed to affect him strangely. His ;:. 
dropped, and a look of absolute amazement lighte: |; 
his features. The next instant he rose hastily, 1... 
quite regardless of the feet and dresses of those ot), ; 
members of the audience before whom he had to pa-., 
hoe made his way quickly to where the man who }\. | 
been pointed out was sitting. 

“ John Steele,” he said, tapping him on the shon!! + 
and speaking in a low whisper, ‘“‘I want to hay. 
word with you.” 

The man, who up to now had seemed alnn-t 
oblivious of his surroundings and immersed in his ow-; 
reflections, looked up slowly. As he did so his liv, 
strong face changed, and for a moment he stare:l i! 
the other as if bereft of speech. 

“ What doyon want with me? I don’t know you, 
he stammered. 

‘Oh, {= you do!” replied the other. ‘“ My namo 
is Steve Langford. We met for tho first and last tim 
on a dark, stormy night at Deeping Ferry.” 

“I tell you I don’t know you. I shall be obliged if 


you will go away.” 


“ Oh, yes, yor do, John Steelo! ” answered the man 


who had called himself Steve Langford. ‘I have been 


looking for you this last month, and now that I've hail 
the luck to drop on you I’m not going to loso you, olil 


son. You and I have got to have a settlement.” 


Though the conversation had been carricd on in 


whispers it was loud enough to disturb the audience, 
who were waiting for Mary Lawless to sing lict sccond 
song. There were cries of ‘‘ Sit down, there !’—anil 
Felix Lyte, inccnsed at the interruption, turneground 
and piri told the man to ‘‘ be quict.” 


uiet yourself!” retorted the man surlily. ‘I 


sis og can speak to my friend here if I want to?” 
he au 


dience began to grow impatient, and thero 


were ominous cries of ‘‘ Throw him out.” 


Frank Gascoyne rose from his scat, and at the sight 


of his tall, athletic figure silence foll on the hall. 


“You'd better go outside,” he said, “ if you're going 


to make a disturbance.” 


Langford regarded him darkly, but his gazo fell 


before the othcr’s calm, imperious look. Frank 
Gascoyne had been in the Army beforo he had taken 
orders, and his dual experience had taught him how 
to deal with men. Moreover, there was no mistaking 
that strength of muscle and sinow which had eamed 
him the reputation of an athlete in one of the most 
sport-loving districts in Great Britain. 


Langford bent down and grasped the man, to whom 


he was speaking, by the lapels of his coat. 
” ho 


‘“* Come along,’ whispered, “or it'll be the worse 


for you. I’m not going to be playcd with like thi-, 
John Steele.” 


With a sudden access of rage, Stecle tried to releaco 


Langford’s hold. 


“Let me go. I don’t know what you mean by this. 


I don’t know you, I tcll you!” 


His voice rose in a paroxysm of terror, but before 


Langford could reply Gascoyne strode quickly to his 
side. 


‘““T must ask you to leave the hall,” he said quictly. 

“Go to the devil!” replied Langford. 

The next moment Gascoyne’s grip had fastened on 
the collar of his coat. He was lifted bodily from the 
floor, and then carried, blaspheming and struggliny 
helplessly, to the exit. 

‘Don’t let that man in again,” Gascoyne said to the 
attendant at the door. “And if he makes any more 
disturbance send for the police.” 

Esther Matlock had watched the ease with which 
he dealt with this disturber with an interest which sho 
made no effort to conceal, and as he returned to his 
ent by her side her face was lit up with enthusiasm. 

‘* What a wonderful man you are, Mr. Gascoyne! ° 
she said. ‘‘ It must be lovely to be as strong as that.” 

She could say no more, for Mary Lawless had begun 
to sing again, and she noticed, with jealous resentment, 
that Gascoyne’s attention was instantly riveted upon 
the singer. Her second song was received with the 
same rapturous applause as before, and Felix Lyte 
seemed to be almost beside himself with pleasure. 
By comparison, the remainder of the programme wa? 
dull. hen at last it was all over and Sir James 
Matlock had made a pompous, halting speech, Esther 
turned to Gascoyne. 

“You are coming home to have some supper with 
us, aren’t you, Mr. Gascoyne?” she ail “You 
know you promised.” 

“Tm afraid I must ask you to release me!” stam- 
mered Grgzoyne, somewhat awkwardly. ™ The fact i: 
I find I have a very special engagement. I must ish 
you good-night, Miss Matlock.” 

He shook hands abruptly with the party from the 
Hall, and then dived into the crowd that was streamin? 
out of the building. Esther watched his figure, and 
suddenly her face , Sage hard and angry as she saw him 
force his way to the side of Mary Tawions, and begin 
to speak to her Py an enthusiasm which there 
no disguising. storm of ionate jealousy welle: 
up in her heart. She loved this make abs ad lair! 
herself out to capture him—and yet bere he wa: 
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Se 


preferring the society of # common mill-girl to 


her own. 


While these thoughts were surging in Esther 
Matlock’s breast, Gascoyne was 


with Mary Lae 


wless. 
“Your father’s evidently gone, Miss Lawless,” he 
said. ‘* You must let me see you safely home.” 
‘As they passed out into the street together a man, 
who was standing at the entrance scanning the faces 
of the audience, came up quickly to Mary. 


“ Miss Steele, isn’t it?" 


Gaseoyne, looking down Regoy saw Steve Lang- 


ford. ry was staring at 


“ You are mistaken, sir,” she said 
less. 


“My name is Mary La 


Wi! 
“Lawless or Steele, it doesn’t matter much. Where 


Before Gascoyne could resent the impertinence of 
1, Mary had replied. 


. 


Derhaps we shall be better acqua: 
“1 don't know by what right you are speaking to 
Miss Lawless in this way,’ broke in Gascoyne. 
“ @h, don’t you, Mr. Sky-pilot,” sneered Langford, 


“ but you see it doesn’t happen 


yours, and I'll thank you to mind your own affairs. 
I've had nough of you for one night.” 


He turned once more to Mai 
“I’ve missed your father,” 


it'll be the worse for him. 


was no mistaking the man’s threatening 
manner, and Mary felt a cold inexplicablo terror 
clutch at her heart. What could he mean, and what 
could he want with her father? She walked on 
quickly, filled with a wild desire to get away from the 
neighbourhood of this evil-looking man who claimed 


a . 
W he 98 bad he to speak to Mary like this ? 

se here, Mr. Steve Langford,” he said, towering 
threateningly above the man, “*T want some explana- 
tion of your conduct. Miss Lawless doesn’t know 
you, and hor father docsn’t know you, and what right 
bave you to k like this to Miss Lawless ? 

“Quite a lot, as you'll find,” snecred Langford. 
the girl yourself, Mr. 
Parson. Perhaps one of theso days you'll discover 


“You escem rather swect on 


somebody cutting you ou 


t. 
The words and the insolent laugh that accompanied ° 


them roused Gascoyne’s anger. 


arm quickly and gripped Langford’s shoulder. 


“ 


“You scoundrel,” he said. 
do with Mary Lawless ?” 


Langford turned swiftly, wresting his shoulder free. 
For a second he glared at Gascoyne, and then with 
mocking laugh he suddenly took to his heels and dis- 
appeared out of sight down a side street. 


CHAPTER 


The Blackmailer’s Terms. 

Gascoyne, taken b surprise, 
to be wasted before ho attempted to follow La ‘ord, 
and by then the man had been swallowed up in the by 


streets. After ten minutes he 


between this brute and the gi 
impossible idea. What had ho said that could have 
frightened Mary ? He felt that he must have an 
answer to his question, and without further hesitation 
he turned his steps in tho direction of Mary's home. 
As he neared his deatineiioe he oan ade surprise, 
the lights of a motor-car i amine the garden in front 
ie ohn 
visitors at night, and visitors who came in 8 motor-car, 
with liveried servants on the box, struck him as curious. 
The mystery, however, was cleared up, when on enter- 
ing the cottage he found Sir James Matlock, his 
daughter, and Mr. Felix Lyte assembled in the small 


of the little cottage. That J 


ay ree a 
“You're just in time, Mr. Gascoyne, to join your 
persuasions to ours!” exclaimed 


tiemselves on the sofa ; Mary was standing in the bow 
window, leaning against the wall, and the centre of the 
coom was occu by Felix Lyte. : 

ly in the wildest state of excite 
ing up and down like a marionette, 


dent! 
ment. He was déhe 


for ever putting his eye-glass in his eye, and, forgetting 


that it was there, agers, 8 it 
he clutched desperately at 


‘he said, ‘‘ but you can 
tell him I'll call upon bim in an hour's timo, You'll 
remember the name, won't you—Steve Langford ? 
And you can tell your father he'd better be at home or 


is 8 
if he desired to tear it from his chin. 

“J tell you you must consent, Mr. Lawless,” he 
exclaimed in high-pitched tones. “Your daughter 


deep in conversation 


to be any @usincss of 


He stretched out his 
What have you got to 


IIL. 


allowed some seconds 


abandoned the futile 


wless should have 


Sir James. 
in per lexity. John 


drop out again, an 
all pointed beard as 


The Christmas nwo 


speak to 
managed to 


of five hun 
years, 


say she has, 


replied Ly 
an agreeme 
to have the 


the front door open @! 
Mary returned, 
John Lawless, w! 
rose hastily to 
watched him t 
the fire. 

“ You must all go,” he said in a thick voice. ‘I'm 
sorry, but I can’t talk any more to-night. Ive more 
important business to attend to.” 

But, Mr. Lawless,” proteste 
fearing lest his find sho’ 
should lose this girl w’ 
can settle this business 


his gaze, 
coat wit! 
threshold, his dark, evil- 
a grin. 
‘Sic James Matlock rose, angr, and humiliated. 
Lawless was one of his 
Lyte that ho co 
then to bo turned 
account, outraged him. 
“This is very extraordinar 
he said. ‘* Fm not accustome 
I’ve come here 
siderable inconvenience—— 


to talk over wi 


has the voice of a Patti. Give 
her to me; let mo train her, 
and in a year's time I will 
show you all Europe at her 
feet.” 

Gascoyne tried to back 
across the room towards Mary, 
but Esther Matlock inter- 
cepted him, and with an 
imperious movement of her 


he said. hand, made him take the seat 
by her sido. 

in hopeless perplexity. “Isn't Mr.Lyte ridiculous?” 

in her sweet voice. | sho whispe’ ‘* As if this 


little chit of a girl was worth 
all the fuss that Mr. Lyte is 
making. Why she ought only 
to be too pleased to give him 
her services for nothing, in- 
stead of her father bargaining 
about it.”” 


Gascoyne was burnin, 


“TY might consider & thou- 
sand,” retorted Lawless.” 
be the minimum guaranteed. 

“You shall make your own terms, Mr. Lawless,” 
te. “Make your proposal, and I'll draw up 
nt and we'll sign it here and now. I want 
thing settled to-night. 

As he spoke there was & thun 
door. Lawless started, and, Mary moving from her 
placd in the window, left the room. They could hear 
nd a man’s voice, and presently 
grave face, going across to 
hispered somcthing ia his ear. Lawless 
his fect, and it scemed to those that 
hat he swayed as he stood in front of 


nce. 

“Not to-night,” muttered Lawless, and then his 
eyes sought t! doorway and a grey shadow seemed 
to sp’ over his face. Following the direction of 
everybody present saw & 
h a velvet collar 
loo! 


Lawless cut him short. 


“ Well, you'll have to go 


He walked across the r 


“ Now,” he said, “ what is it y 
For answer Langford took off his hat and coat and 
paces thom on the sofa, and then 


imself in an arm-chair. 


“Can't you guess what I want to seo you for, Mr. 
Lawless—or rather, da 


VEL you will find 


Mary, and though he 
assume an air of 
politc interest in what . Miss 
Matlock was saying, he hardly 
heeded her words. 
“ J will ae her a contract 
red a year for five 
Mr. Lawless,” Lyte was 
saying. “I will pay all her 
tuition fees, and a 
do is to sing what I tell her. 
Now, surely, Mr. Lawless, 
will consent to my proposal ?’ 
Lawless gaz closely at 
Lyte’s enthusiastio face. 
“Tt she's got the voice you 
he said, ‘she'll 
be worth much more to you 
than that, Mr. Lyte. I don’t 
think much of five hundred o 
year.” 
“Well, seven-fifty,”” said 
Lyte desperately. 


she has to 


That would have to | 
| Ferryboat Inn, iving y' 


” 


dering knock at the 


and with a 


about your daughter at 


standing there on the 
king face distorted with 


tenants ; 
his matter quite casily, and 


uld fix up t 
if he were a person of no 


out, as 


behaviour, Lawless,” 
to be treated like this. 


at considerable inconvenience—con- 
13 


now, Sir James,” bo said. 


d stood holding the 
hile his last visitor moved from the thres- 
ko way for tho others. ‘There was no 
mistaking his determination not to discuss the business 
any further that night, and there was nothing left but 
for Sir James and his party to retire. Once they were 
out of the house, Law’ 
“ You will leave us, please, Ma 
th this gent}eman.” 

Obediently she went out of the room, and as she 
closed the door behind her, Lawloss turned and_daced 


ess turned to Mary. 
ry; I have somcthing 


The next moment Gasqyne’s 


He was lifted bodily from the flonv, aad thea 


man in a blue over- 


e had bragged to 


ou want with me?” 


with a laugh settled 


Lerves other mgs. 


minds ¢ 
enough, an 

“You know 
I su 
five years’ 
to have rca 
man stands on @ 


door opens, 
pit and doesn 
that, Mr. John Steele ?”’ 
Steele moistencd his lip 
Langford with a 


John Stec! 
ened nervously 
knucl:les showe 

“ There was t 
“Tt was all in order. They went into every question, 
and they decided that he must have slipped into tho 
river.” 


“ They 


d Lyte desperately, know.” 
uld slip from his fingers, that he * This is b! 
ith the wonderful voice. ‘“* We blackmail.” 


grip ha L fastened on the cullar of his coat. 


y' 
k 


=———— 


carried, Ulaspheming ard 


struggling helplessly, to the ertt. 
e day after our little mecting in the 
‘ou a week in which to reply. 
At the end of that weck I called at your house and 
‘ad been sold, together with your business 
wn. I've dropped on you by 
chance again to-night ; I'm not going to loso you this 
time so easily, 
“What is it you want with me 2" queried Stecle. 
“ You got my letter; you know I asked you for five 
thousand pounds.” 
“Why should I give 
Langford slapped bis 
heard some good joke, W 
grimly stern. 
“That's good. 
you? Tl tell you why 
pounds, because I hap 


ou five thousand pounds ?"’ 
nee and laughed as if he had . 
hile John Steele watched him, 


You're an innocent lamb. aren't 
I asked you for five thousand 
pen to know a little secret 
about you which you wouldn't like anyboly else to 


lackmail,” muttered Steele, nothing but 


“Oh, I'm not ono of your oe oncs who 
alling a spade a spade. 

d I guess you ve got to pay me what I want. 
that blackmail is a criminal offence, 


t’s blackmail right 


0”? 
Ves, rather. I believe you can get anything up to 


seeming to cling despera 

can’t go back on that.” 
“ Oh, can't thoy ? 

yourself behind that, do 
John Stcole wiithed 


hard for it, but somewhere or other I seem 
d that there's another crime for which a 
little trap door with a rope round his 
neck, and then somebody pulls the bolt and the tray 
and he gocs the length of the rope into » 
‘t come up any more. Ever heard of 


3, and his grey eyes glared at 
mixture of hatred and terror. 
“You've no proofs,” he exclaimed at last. “Ita 
an idle tale that youve invented. Nobody will 
belicvo you.” 


“Tdle tale bo blowed ! 


Didn't I hear the splash as 


you threw him into the water? Didn't I hear him 
calling out for help? Don't talk to me about idle 
tales, Mr. Stecle.” 
Jo moistened his lips, and his hands tight- 
on the clbows of the chair so that tho 
d white through the skin. 

he verdict of the jury,’’ he etammered. 


brought in an open verdict,” answered 
Langford contemptuously. ‘ You can't get round it 
like that, old cock.” 

* Still they gave their verdict,” muttered Steele, 
tely to this statement. “© They 


And you think you cao shelver 
you, Mr. Steele ?”’ 


miserably ia hia chair, 


(Continued at foot of page 622.) 


all far behind. 
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What | Liké Best at Gristmas 
as 


Some Pen and Ink Sketches by 
“P.W.” Readers, The prize 
of £1 Is. for the best drawing 
has been awarded to E. W. 
Wallis, 49 St. O'ave’s Road, 
York, who sent the large draw- 
ing on the right. Prizes of {ive 
shillings have been awarded 
to the senders of the other 
sketches reproduced. 


J. A. C., who believes in the 

motio, ‘‘ Two's Company,’ 

likes ghost stories by the @@P 

firelight better than any- 
thing else. 


FORCIVE US OUR TRESPASSES (Continued yrom page 621), 
and beads of perspiration stood out upon his fore. 
head. 

“Found drowned, that was the verdict,’ he stam- 
mered. 

“There's no use you clinging to that, old son. The 
verdict of a coroner's jury isn’t worth a bundle of pins, 
You've only got to show that fresh evidence has been 
discovered to have the whole business opencd up again. 
They didn’t know I'd seen Major Matlock get into a 
boat with you to go to the other side ; they didn’t know 
he'd never reached his destination. Thero's a lot of 
people who'd still be interested to hear about that.” 

So far he had spoken half-jestingly, but now his 
manner changed, a frown gathered on his forehead 
and his dark faco grew threatening. 

T'vo had enough of this back-talk,”’ he said. 
**'You know that I’ve only got to go to the nearest 
police-station to get you arrested and hanged for the 
murder of Major Matlock. All your kicking won't 
make any Uifference to that fact. I know, and your 
life is in my harids. If 1 give it to you, you've got to 
yay for it—that’s the size of it, Mr. Steele.” 

John Steclo moved clumsily towards a chair and 
eank down into it. 

“If I give you this money, how do I know that you 
won't come down on me for more? What guarantee 
shall I have that when I havo paid you the five thousand 
pounds you will not be wanting another fiyo thou- 
sand?” 

** Who's talking of five thousand pounds ? ”’ retorted 
Langford. 

* That was the sum you mentioned in your letter,” 
answered Steclo thickly. 

* Yes, that’s what Y cwarited then, but the price is a 
different one now. If you don’t buy when the market's 
Jow you have to pay more when the price has gone up. 
My tiguro’s very different now, Mr. Steele.” 

“Tell me what it is, man,” retorted Steele, with a 
note of despair in his voice. ‘I know I’m at your 
mercy. Take what you want and go and Ieave mo in 
peace. It would be better to be a beggar than to havo 
your threats hanging over my head.” 

Langford leant forward with a confidential air, 

‘Now, yon're talking like a sensiblo man. I’m 
just going to tell you something. I went to a concert 
to-night and I sat behind a gentleman whose opinion 
of music and singing is second to none in the world, 
Fortunately I happened to know him. There was a 
i camo on to sing. This gentloman said she'd the 

inest voico he had ever heard. Now do you begin to 
catch my meaning ?” 

“ No, I don’t understand,” muttered Steele. “ You 

refer to my daughter. A Mr. Lyte has been here saying 


Mrs. Windsor's cookery articles tell 


eS ee ee Se 


“ The Mistletoe 
Bow” als 
to C. Noel, the 
sender of this 
sketch, at 
Christmas. 


One of our Stafford. ' 

shire readers enjoys a 

really jolly Christmas 
Gs party. 


wo 


| 
| 
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that sho has a great future for ber voice ; but what has 

this got to do with you?” ‘ 
“Just this, Mr. Steele. You want to purchase my 

a and you want to know about the price ? ” 
*Yeq” 


“ Well, the ay is your daughter,” answered Lang- 
ford. ‘Give her to me as my wife, and my lips are 
closed for ever. If you won’t——” 

He drew his finger round his throat and jerked his 
head back in imitation of the act of hanging, grinning 
the while at John Steele, who sat back in his c air, his 
face grey and drawn and a look of stupeficd horror in 

eyes. 


(Another splencid instalment next week.) 


THOUGHT SHE WAS BEING HAD. 


Tae charitable squire, who had been in the 
habit of giving an old woman a turkey from his 
own farm each Christmas, sent her instcad a 
written order, entitling her to receive a frec turkcy 
at the local poultercr’s. 

She could not read, however, and her discontent 
was manifest to the messenger, who tried to explain 
things to her. ‘ 

*‘ It’s just the same in the long run,” he said. 
“If you take that order to tho poulterer’s, you'll 
get your Christmas box as usual. It’s a paper 
turkey this time, don’t you sec ?” 

“ A paper turkey, is it?” the disappointed and 
indignant old ly repeated. “ That’s summat 
new. Last year it wor a leather turkcy, too tough 
to eat; this year it’s a paper one; and next year, 
if I lives to see it, it’ll most likely be a cast-iron 
turkey. Tak’ it back to the squire, wi’ my compli- 
ai and ax him if he thi I'm an ostrich, or 
what 7” 


The Word “COMPLETE” Describes Exactly The 


Duily Express 


FOOTBALL NEWS. 


NOTHING WORTH PRINTING Is MISSED. 


“ORION’S” Trenchant Football Articles Are the 
alk of the Footbail World. 
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“I like my Christmas :lreim best,” says BE. W.W. “ When 
. awake, my Little Mary has limitations.” 
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A SERMONETTE FOR CHRISTMAS. 
By Our Clerical Contributor. 


C  Cheerfulness is a personal possession. but von ean 

H Hand some of it on to those whose weary, dri 
lives 

R Represent naught but a grim struggle to osi-', 
whase : 

I Inheritance is labour and sorrow-—stranyer: 19 
oy. 

8 ashe kindly epirit, go forth, seck, and find 2.1.2 

; of 

T These joyless ones. Bring some cheer into 
their lives. 

M Make it a Christmas resolve that you will, out 
of your 

A Abundance or sufficiency, make, with kinds 
heart, the 

§ Sun to chins at Christmas in one poor home, «: 
least. 

D Do this, and the decd shall bring you svt 

‘ sweet jo 

A And satisfaction, that the remembrance cf j 
will make 

> 4 


Your own Christmas a “ happy” one in deel 
and in truth. 
aaeenaey 


A Party of local musicians were out “ buskinu 
on Christmas Eve, and their music was not such 1: 
would ‘‘ soothe the savago breast.” 

They were about to commence playing in «ne 
of the strects when an elderly dame came oui, 
and, handing them twopence, jocularly remarked : 

“You necd not bother to play. I heard you 
in the next street.” 


WHY ‘SHE WAS SORROWING. 

“You say that your wife threw a plate at you *” 

“Yes; it was an expensive china platc. Jt 
broke against my head.” ; 

“And wasn't your wife sorry after she ba 
thrown it ?” 

“ Yes, she seemed very sorry.’*- ~ 

“ How did she express her sorrow ?” 

“She said she was a fool not to control het 
temper better.” 

“ Anything else ?” 

“Yes, she said she didn’t believe she could matcl 
that-plate if she hunted the whole world ovcr. 


Every week in HOME NOTES how to cook well. 
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CHRISTMAS-TREE TRAGEDIES. 


POP BO OP PIO 
The Pretty Little Coloured Candles are usually the Cause of the Accidents. 
Ir secms all wrong to talk of tragedics in connection with Christmas, 
especially in connection with Christmas-trees. A Christmas-tree ought to 
be, and generally is, the jolliest event of the whole year. It is too cruel 
that all the fun and amusement should end in horrors, but this unfortunately 
does sometimes ae oad 

Nearly all these tmas accidents are due to carelessness. Perhaps an 
account of some of them will lead to a little more caution, and the bard er 
of such sad happe during this r’s festivities. 

The practice of lighting up a Christmas-tree with unprotected candles is 
one of the most dangerous imaginable. It was this that led to the burning 
of the Greek royal pai at Tatoi, three years ago. 

The late King had ordered a big Christmas-tres for the benefit of his 
grandchildren, and before the young people were admitted to the hall where 
the tree had been erected servants were eapioged to light it up. 

The noxt thing was a wild shout of “ Fire!” e great tree blazed like a 
torch. Before anything could be done the whole apartment was ablaze, and 
in a very short time the right wing of the palace was one enormous bonfire. 

In this case there weve no lives lost. Last Christmas, however, saw 
a Christmas-tree fire which had a much more terrible ending. A member of 
the well-known firm of architects, Messrs. Carrere and Hastings, had, with 
his wife, prepared a Christmas-tree for their children, and left it, with the 
candles lighted, while they went to receive some guests. 

‘All of a sudden there came a roar of flames. The house was old and dry 
as tinder, and within an incredibly short time the whole place was ablaze. 

Firemen came in a hurry, but before they could extinguish the flames the 
lower part of the house was burnt out. 

Forcing their way upstairs, they found the dead bodies of the: father and 
mother in the nursery. They could ny have escaped by the front door, 
but they had evidently rushed up in a wild search for their youngest son, 
not knowing that the nurse had saved the child by getting out through the 
roof into the house next door. - 

Those coloured glass balls which are used to decorate Christmas-trees 
are most da things in the hands of small children. At Christmas, 1910, 
a little Nottingham girl, not quite a year old, got hold of one and put it 
into her mouth. It broke, and the fincly splintered glass injured the poor 
baby’s throat so badly that there was no saving her. 


r | DECORATE FOR MILLIONAIRES. 


A Well-known London Florist Talks about some Big Orders for Holly 
and Mistletoe. 

Every year I carry out the Christmas decorations for London’s millionaires 
—said the Covent Garden florist—and I can honestly say that. there was 
never so much money spent by the very wealthy on floral decorations at 
Christmas as there is to-day. 

One millionaire banker spends at least £2,000 on floral decorations for his 
country mansion at Christmas. The walls of the dining-room, which is a 
very large apartment, are covered from floor to cciling with white chrysan- 
themums. The pictures on the walls, vf cuurse, are left ex sed to view. 
The flowers and the fixing up of them costs about four hundred guineas. 

The huge hall is literally embowered in pure white roses, with which red- 
berried holly is entwined, and the staircases are similarly decorated. 

I have another client who spends about three hundred pounds in having 
his billiard-room elaborately decorated with red-berried holly. 

Facing the entrance to the rvuom he has the words “ Wishing you all a very 
merry Christmas ” designed entirely in red berries on a back ground of holly. 

Last year I decorated the ballroom at the country house of an 
American millionaire who was then living in this country. The decoration 
of this room was one of the most elaborate and expensive pieces of work I 
ever carried out. 

The walls and ceiling of the room were entirely covered with holly leaves 
in such a way as to create the effect that they were growing on them. The 
holly was heavily “ flecked ” with white roses. Hundreds of tiny electric 
lights were cunningly arranged between the holly leaves, and when these 
were lighted up at night, the effect produced was extraordinarily weird and 
beautiful. 

The decoration of the ballroom cost the American millionaire in question 
about £1,500. 

People who have their houses very claborately decorated at Christmas 
give their orders a long while in advance. This year I had scveral orders 
booked in September for the decoration of some large country mansions. 
Usually on receiving a big order I go down to the honse which is to be 
decorated, and make a plan of the decorations, and then submit an estimate 
of the cust of carrying it out. 

Often, however, a customer will write and say that he is prepared to 
spend so much money on floral decorations in his house. The sum may 
be anything from a few hundred to a thousand pounds, and he will leave it 
to me to do what I can for the money. 

One of my customers, the wife of a very wealthy peer, sends me every 
Christmas a scheme for the decoration of her country house, which I have 
to be careful to carry out very exactly in accordance with her directions. She 
has every sitting an reception room in the house, which is an extremely huge 
one, beautifully decorated, and has a diffcrent scheme of decoration for each 
room. Usually she spends about a thousand pounds on these decorations. 

Red-berried holly, of course, is largely used in these decorations, and so 
is mistletoe, but it is the flowers, all of which are forced and out of season, 
that run away with the money, and, of course, the labour involved in putting 
them up costs a good deal. I have had as many as ten men, specially 
trained in this sort of task, at work for a week in carrying out some very 
large orders. 


Ladies! ‘Fortunes in Furs 


—— Ory T ode oe RNR Ae EP eee, | 
Who said Merry Christm 
DAE Bl » eo eS r ; 
& isgsias Some Workers who Spend a Very Duil 25th of December, 

© many people Christmas Day is anything but a happy one, for not: 
only do they have to work as hard on the twenty-fifth Shey do ‘ae 
the rest of the three hundred and sixty four days of the year, but their 
duties are all the more distasteful because they have all round them 
merrymaking and jollity in which they themselves cannot join. 

The Seen og on duty on Christmas Day is 
one of the most unfortunate of such individuals. 
All day iong he tramps through empty, de- 
pressing streets, and through nearly every 
window sounds of merriment float outwards, 
and half-drawn curtains reveal festive boards 
groaning with good fare, sarrounded by luugh- 
mg happy faces. 

or has the Christmas Day policeman the 
consolation of knowing that he will. have an 
easy day. For at Christmas time swarms of 
beggars and tramps worry the servants round 
es rs siiag ee for scraps of food, and 
pedestrians are harassed b gars who take 
advantage of the general "ake of charity and 
m _ pi _ good-fellowship which pervades the air at this 
Robert's Christmas is geason of the year. 
indeed an unhappyone. All All these © pests f- 


the day he wandcrs through 
deserted streets with sours have to be rounded 


of merriment driftingthrough UP by the Christmas 

the windows. Day oe and 

also he has to keep 

his eyes open for enterprising burglars. 

Christmas Day is a favourite one for Bill 

Sikes, as it presents him with excellent oppor- 

tunities of cracking a few easy cribs. All 

things considered, Robert’a Christmas is not a 
happy one. F 

The railway porter’s Christmas runs the 
policeman’s close for dreariness. Instead of 
spending his twenty-fifth in his family circle he 
wiles away the hours on a draughty railway Trying to keep warm in a 

- station try- draughty porter’s room is the 

peters Chines. math all 

ToUn uum antalising 
warm Over jampers of good things which 
the _ little ae i Hae to be lat i 
waiting: 
room fire. There is little for the Xmas 
porter to do, for no one travela on 
fPChristmas Day unless obliged 
to, and those that do are generally 
grumpy and ill-tempered, and the un- 
fortunate porter generally gets the 
brunt of their ill-humour. 

As he eats his meagre, half-cold 
Christmas repast in the bleak porter’s- 
The carly hours of Christmas are spent by ota remember with many 
the pantomime producer in endearour- 4p 1 
ing to drill stage hands, supers, eo 2 atl 
carpenters, and principals into some- turkeysan 

thing like order. weighty 
hampers 
that he has handled during the past week, man, 
of which are probably lying round him sti 
waiting their claimants. 

‘A man for whom Christmas Dayis one of long- rine 
drawn-out anxiety and worry is the pantomime 
producer. Christmas Eve is the nigbton which 
the full dress rehearsal takes place, and well 
into the early hours of Christmas morning the 
harassed producer is drilling his supers into 
perfection for the opening on Boxing Day. 

The growing habit of spending C hristmas in 
hotels or dining out at restaurants, a practice The popularity of dining out 

e which of ‘recent at Christmas robs many @ 
‘as years has become waiter of his day. 
very p 3 ular 
amongst the upper and middle classes, no# 
.robs many a waiter of bis Christmas Day. 

Whilst most people are exchanging greet- 
ings and presents over the breakfast table tho 
unfortunate Christmas waiter is busy em- 
ployed polishing spoons and forks in prepara- 
tion for the festive diners. Both afternoon 
and evening he is hustling round with stacks 
of plates and glasses. ‘The diners are im- 
patient and hard to please—for many of them 
Z yee fH only dine in style on Christmas Day, and 
3 ee S a expect unlimited attention, in return for which 

“ bps 4 they generally leave elena be fintiest at sae 

i Another Christmas worker, who has the 

The newspaper reporter sponte dispiriting task of looking on at enjoyment 

“write-ups?” of any description. in which he cannot participate, is the news- 

paper reporter. From euly morning to 

late in the afternoon he is looking for “ write-ups.” If some big railway 

smash comes through on the wires, then the newspaper man will have to 
spend most of his Christmas day hastening to the scene of the event. 
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” ig an article in the Christmas PEARSON'S which will interest you. 
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= OF all the confounded impudenco!” COMPLETE SHORT STORY. 


Mr Uriah Waglow stopped, 
overcome with wrath as he sur- XQ The Po S 
veyed the thing. It was Christmas Eve, 

the clock had struck seven, and he had aye 

been sitting in his dining-room when the 

Bt ek Wogan bad sho repstest 

Uria! low the reputation J 
of being nniceanety rich and “near,” A Tale of a Christmas 
and repute had not lied in his case. Present and an Old Miser 

He was a bachelor and had noone Who Met His Match, 
to please but himself—no one in the house” 
save “that fool of a woman,” as Waglow  - : 
dubbed Mrs. Thomas, his housekeeper. She was carefulness itself, but Waglow 
saw in her a monster of extravagance who threatened to bring him to want. 
Wasteful? She was “just like a woman.” Stupid idiot! And now she had 
brought him this ! 

t was a parcel delivered by the parcel post. Mrs. Thomas had brought 
it in, and ho bad cut the string and thrown aside the brown La g Cp enveloped 
the box, wondering who could have been mad enough to send him a Christmas 

sent. Perhaps it was game from someone? Had some fool to whom he had 
Eat money been idiot enough to think that he might by sending him a Christmas 
present propitiate him respecting the next prone Ps ment of a hundred and 
sixty per cent. interest ? If someone had he would himself mistaken. 

Opening the box, he took the thing out. A ddll—a big doll! He stared at it 
in amazement. Of courae, it was a joke—an infernal joke on somebody’s part ! 
Throwing tho doll into the armchair hé glared at it with bulging e Then he 
groped in the grate and, gripping the poker, with one well-directed blow, smashed 
in the waxen head with ife fully curling hair and the idiotically blue eyes. 

He felt better after that. . . 

““T only wish I had the scoundrel here who sent you,” he exclaimed, waving 
the poker threateningly at the doll victim. “‘ If I had——” 

He hastily concealed the poker behind him as there came a knock at the 
door. It was “‘ that fool of a woman,” Mrs. Thomas. 

“ Beg parding, sir,” she exclaimed. ‘Did you call? And there’s a gentle- 
man, the other Mr. Waglow, of No. 27, at the front door. °E wishes to know if 
you received a parcel as belongs to ’is little girl an’ ’as been delivered ’ere by 
mistake? °E savs——” 

“Tell him, Mrs. Thomas,” snapped Waglow, standing in front of the doll to 
conceal it, ‘‘ that there’s been nothing of his infernal things sent here by mistake— 
nothing. And if there had been it would have been all owing to his confounded 
impudence in coming to live in the same street with a person of the same name, 
instead of going to the ——”’ 

But Mrs. Thomas had shut the door. 

He turned to the doll and waved his poker at it as if inclined to renew his 
attack upon it. Seizing it by tho throat he shook it and threw it from him. Then 
he age down the poker and thought. Picking up the brown-paper wrapper 
he had thrown upon the floor, he scanned the direction on it carefully, holding 
it up to the feeble gaslight. Why had he not done so before? There, as plainly 
as could be in ink, were the words, “‘ M. Waglow, 27 Barch Street, Burlingdon.”” 

‘°M. Waglow?” That would be Mary, Martha, Matilda, Maude, Margaret, 
—anything beginning with an M-—Waglow, one of those three girls that belonged 
to the abominable Waglow who had come to reside in the same strect. 

He had smashed the doll in his rage. He groped in the armchair for tho 
pieces, No. There was no hope of ever sticking the thing together again. What 
would be his position in the eyes of the law with respect to it? Could the other 
Waglow recover damages? He rang the bell and Mrs. Thomas appeared. 

*“ By the be Ot he said, trying to appear perfectly calm, but with his heart 
beating wildly as he reflected that he might have to pay for the doll, “did you sign 
for a parcel that came this evening ?” 

Mrs. Thomas had. ‘Just like a fool of a woman.’ The parcel would be 
traced to him! He sat down to think. Why had hc been so hasty with the 


ker ? 

Meanwhile, in the sitting-room at No. 27 the other Mr. Waglow was seated 
with a companion, a tall young fellow with keen, dark eyes and a pleasant face. 
Mr. Waglow was a little man with a countenance that might have been humorous 
had it not had printed on it the shadow of perpetual care as to how he was to 
mect the next weck’s expenses. 

“Cheer up!” said his companion, after thcy had smoked for some moments 
in silence. ‘* Come, be jolly!” 

“It's a hard job,” sighed Mr. Waglow. ‘“ Nothing seems to make thirty-five 
shillings a week seem so small as Christmas time. One sees turkeys and things 
in the windows, and—and all manner of things, and———” 

He sighed. There was cold or hashed mutton to-morrow! It was hard 
lincs. And the children looking forward to a treat ! 

‘It's true,” sighed Dick sympathetically. ‘‘ It’s beastly |” 

He was getting twenty-seven shillings a week as clerk in a solicitor’s office and 
was in love with Bella Waglow, the eldest daughter of the Waglow establishment. 

“And what I cannot ma‘e out,” said Waglow thoughtfully, “is how Uncle 
Jim could have sent that postcard saying he was forwarding Maria a doll and then 
hae send it. I thought perhaps it had gone to old Miser Waglow up the street, 

ut—no !” : . 

“ You've been to inquire ? ” asked Dick. 

“Yes, and he hasn’t seen or heard anything of it. Poor Maria! She had 
iy ear soonthatdoll! Wasn't that aring at the front door? I wonder who 

it can be?” 

He went to answer the summons himself, Mrs. Waglow being engaged in the 
kitchen wrestling with the problem of tho next day’s dinncr, and washing up. 

* You are, I presume, Mr. Waglow ? ” asked the little weazened man standing 
before the door-opencr. ‘I am the other Waglow. I have come to explain 
something.” 

He waved a brown-paper parcel he carricd in his hand before Mr. Waglow's 


3, 
“* This infernal thing,” he went on, “ has been sent to my house, and something 
has happencd to it. It is all owing to your coming to my strect. Why the 
dickens, since you must be called Waglow, didn’t you go somewhere else ? ” 

Miscr Waglow was quivering with rage and fear combined. Would he have 
to pay for the doll? bate it might cost him five shillings! Ho had resolved, 
thinking the matter over in his room and recognising the almost certainty that 
the doll would be traced to his possession, to put Hy face on the matter— 
take the bull by the horns. - 

He followed Mr. Waglow into the little sitting-room. - 

“You seo what's ee he said, tearing the brown paper aside and 
disclosing the wrecked doll. ‘* This thing was delivered at my house—all owin, 
to your being fool enough to come and take a house in my street—and my idio 
of a housekceper put it on a chair, I sat on it. An accident—pure accident!” 

( 


With Christmas tales and fun and fact, 
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: -“ And that—that,” g: the otL:: 
ee pare S Lag aria’s du} * 
more than a sixpc 
F- -tr\ orrfem Y, doll since she was born—and now : Sh 
4, was oxpétting it so! We had a posteard 
to say it was coming. Foolishly I t.1y 
the child—and now?” 
B His eyes grow misty with t»--: 


y Miser Wagiow grinned. The man was 5 
- CHARLES fool! If there had been any question 
TIBBITS. of his making good the value of the 4.)j! 


it was all settled now. He would casi; 
be able to manago this kind of fellow. 
map who was close on shedding tears beoause his child was done out of a dull! 

“You see it pure accident,”’ he said. ‘“‘ All owing to you—a person wis), 
the same name a8 myself—coming to livo in my street. The thing cones to 11: 
house, my idiot of a housekeeper opens the box, thinking there might be game «: 
something sensible in it, and puts the doll down in my casy chair. Then I com 
in, in the dark, and sit on it. Accident—pure accident! I won't complain 
of the frightful start the thing gave me.” 

If the explanation were accepted there could be no question of his not ti inz 
called on to pay for the damage he had done. 

“‘T am sorry—sorry,” began Mr. Waglow. ‘You sat on the doll? I can 
imagine how sorry you must have been when——” 

‘* Half a minute!” said. Dick. ‘ 

He had been looking at the doll scrutinisingly. Miser Waglow felt a deadiy 
hatred of him growing each moment. Why the dickens was he looking at the 
thing like that ? 

“You say you sat on this doll 2’ demanded Dick. 

** Certainly.” 

“** Now, looking at the doll,” said Dick, in most solemn tones, “ and examinir> 
it carcfully I discover a clearly defined cut in the occipital region over in 
capiastrum octanum. See it?” 

He pointed to the doll’s head. To his delight he noted Miscr Waglow’s favs 
fall from elation to dejection. 

‘*T see something,’’ said Miser Waglow cautiously. ‘ A hole.” 

“Good!” exclaimed Dick. ‘That wound extends from the capiastrim 
octanum to the balistra.” 

He waved his finger over the wax cavity. 

“*T daresay,” agreed Miser Waglow. 

“Tt is perfectly well defined,” declared Dick. ‘ Perfectly! Nothinz could 
be clearer to the biggest fool that ever served a month ia an anatumical school. 
And the wound has been inflicted by what ? ” 

‘*T sat on it,” said Miser Waglow. 

“* Round the wound,” went on Dick, as if he had not heard him, “ we detect 
a substance of the nature of soot. The blow that dealt destruction was intlicted 
by a heavy hand or by one made powerful by murderous fury, and the weapon 
employed was a heavy, blunt weapon. A jemmy ora poker would do. The sont 
points to a poker. Qne blow—and then? ” : 

The cold drops of perspiration were standing on Miser Waglow's brow. He 
hastily wiped them away with his handkerchief. 

“Then,” went on Dick, ‘ the assailant, not satisficd with his awful work, 
proceeded to strangulation. Look! Here are the beautifully defined prints of 
three sooty fingers on the doll’s throat.” 

Miser Waglow could hardly believe his cars. Was this young man Sherlock 
Holmes in the flesh? He glanced at him, and Dick's cycs met his acewi-ingly. 

“Very clever—very clever!’ cxclaimed Miser Waglow. “He, he, he! 
The laugh he forced died away in a hollow rattle in his throat. “ You dont 
believe, then, that I sat upon the doll, young man ?” 

“ Not for an instant,” answered Dick. ‘* The evidence of an unprovoked ad 
most fcrocious attack is overwhelming. Thcre can be no doubt as to how siiw “— 
he waved his hand to the doll—‘ fell a victim.” 

Miser Waglow’s blood ran cold. It was just like being accused of murder. 

“* The thing’s as clear ps day,” proceeded ick. ‘‘ There has been, of cours. 
no extravanous sanguinary exudation. We could not expect that. Otherwi~ 
the assailant’s clothes would have been saturated with blood.” 

His eyes swept over Miser Waglow’s shabby suit as if he should have looked 
for damning evidence there. ; 

‘* Where the dickens did you learn all this stuff?’ gasped Miser Waglow. 

“A man doesn’t walk the hospital at Guy’s for ten years for nothing,” 
answered Dick, and the other Waglow listened, dazed more than ever as he 
reflected that Dick had never been at Guy’s in his life. ‘‘ Post-mortems, Mr. 
Waglow,” went on Dick. ‘‘ Post-mortems! One learns a lot when a fellow bas 
been up to his neck in post-mortems for the best part of his life.” 

Miser Waglow bit his nails. Then he sighed—a sigh that was almost like a groan. 

“Since you seem to doubt it was an accident,” he said at last slowly, ‘‘1 
suppose I had better pay for the thing. Five shillings——” 

“Five shillings!" cried Dick contemptuously. ‘Look at her! Look at 
her clothes!” He lifted up the doll’s leg and showcd a frill round her ankle. 
“Lace!” he exclaimed in admiring tones. ‘‘ Finest Brussels. Wonderful how 
they dress dolls nowadays! Look here!” He touched the ridiculous stuff round 
the doll’s neck. ‘‘ Tussore !” he exclaimed. 

“* What the dicken’s tussoro ? ” snapped Miser Waglow. 

** Goodness knows how much a yard!’ replied Dick. “By Jove!” He had 
found a little ticket on the doll’s c othing—a tradesman’s ticket with mysterici: 
symbols on it. “ By Jove!” he cried. “DMG! DMG! The tradesman: 
secret price mark. Know what that means?” ~~ 

e two Waglows shook their heads. 

“Five pounds!” cried Dick. ‘‘ Five pounds!” 

“T tell you what if is,” exclaimed Miser Waglow. ‘I’m sorry, extrem! 
sorry I sat upon the doll. After all, ncigbbours should be neighbours! I'l! 
pay two pounds—three pounds "—as Dick shook his head—‘ three pounds ten— 

our pounds—in full satisfaction of allclaims. I'll draw out a proper indemnity ard 
pay cash down, and you can sign it. What do you say, Mr. Waglow?” 
* Mr. Waglow looked at Dick. Dick poddes, 
se Done 1? eatd Mr. Waglow. 
s 


“Four pounds!” exclaimed Mr. Waglow, clinking the golden coins in lie 
hand. “Four pounds! What a godsend at Christmas time! How splendidly 
you did it, Dick.” 

“Come on,” answered Dick. ‘We'll go and buy a turkey ond thing* 
for to-morrow. As for Maria’s doll, we can get anothor as good as that "—h- 
waved his hand quite contemptuously to the damaged doll—‘ for five shillings 
Am I sure of it? Yes. Didn't I once servo six months behind the counter : 
Thoso letters D M G and those dots and figures. What do they mean? Ther 
mean, ‘ Take five shillings or as much as yop can get.’ ” 
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One of the World’s Most Famous Christmas 

Crackers contained a Millionaire's Daughter, 

Dressed as a Little Fairy, who Skipped Out 

and Delighted Her Father’s Guests by Her 
; Dancing. 


Ons of the most remarkable Chrietmas crackers 
ever made was that shown in the first picture, the 
story of its origin being as follows: A certain 
tich man had an only daughter who fell in love 
with a young fellow her father did not approve of. 
For some time the stern parent remained obdurate 
against the match, but he could not belp noticing 
that his op 
sition to her 
heart’s ‘desire 
was having any- 
thing but a 
beneficial effect 
upon his girl’s 
health. 

Christmas 
came round, 
and, to the 
young lady's 
astonishment, 
her father an- 
nounced that 
the lover might 


Two Doves in a Cracker. eee ol their 
A stern parent, who had kept tw pure, Dor the 
lovers apart, relented and gave Christmas din- 
tem this-cracker to pullasasign er. <Accord- 
of peace. ingly, his 
_ daughter issued 
the invitation, although somewhat doubtful about 
the resulf. All passed off well, however, until the 
end of the feast, when her father left the room, 
pesntly returning with a most peculiar-looking 
hristmas eracker. It was something like a long 
box, and it was full of holes. . 
Beckohing his daughter and the young man 
from their respective places at table he placed the 
; strange cracker 
: in their hands, 
and bade them 
pull it. This 
they proceeded 
to do, when it 
promptly came 
apart, releasing 
from a small 
perforated box 
inside a couple 


GIVE ME GOLOSHES. 
Jv ones oe ree are 
A Turkey Tells Its Life Story to Mr. P. Doubleyou. 

I was born in Buckinghamshire, at Mr. 
Fowler’é enous turkey farm at Great Missenden, 
and I am now nearly two years old. I shall never 
forget the day I was born. I felt simply rotten; 
not really rotten, of course, or I should never 
have been born at all, but just weak, and as limp 
as chewed string. 

It was no end of a bother gettiny out of the 
shell. Several times I asked myself if it were 
worth it all, and in the end the man who looked 
after us had to help me out. 

Anyway, there I was, into the world at lust, and 
my goodness, how I hated it! 

I was 60 frail that I could scarecly stand on my 
legs, but I began to pick up a bit after a light meal 
of hard-boiled eggschopped up witha little scalded 
biscuit meal. ‘I'bey seemed to understand what a 
delicate constitution I had, for 1 must suy they 
fed me very carefully, but my appetite was very 
poor for the first week or two. 

About this time, several of my little brothers 
and sisters died. They caught cold, poor things, 
through running on wet grass ; for we turkeys, as 
a family, are very susceptible to cold in the feet. 
Wet feet give us cramp, and chill gives us 
“swell-head,” and in the early stages of our 
career either of these are very dangerous. 
For that reason I sometimes have wished that 
turkeys could wear goloshes. 

Our Runs Are Moved Every Day. 

We suffer, too, from a tendency towards de- 
pression. We have to be kept interested, 
eapecially in our surroundings, and constant 
change of scenery is necessary if we are to grow 
up into strong, handsome birds. Our houses and 
runs have to be moved a little bit every day, 
otherwise life would become too monotonous. 

In these early days I was delicately pink about 
the face and wattles, but after a bit 1 became red 
—“ shooting the red,” we call it—which marks the 
advance to hirdhood. Then I may be said to 
have “come of age,” and I took my place on the 
open-air roost with the other turkeys—thousands 
of them—at night. 

I now had a Lig field to exercise in, with here 
and there great heaps of sand and chalk; the 
first is good for my digestive organs, the second 
helps to make the shells for my eggs. 

My food was, and still is, mostly grains, but I 
am by no means a bigoted vegetarian, for a 
delicacy to which I am very partiul da shredded 
horee-tiesh. ‘his I find very nourishing. (It 
occurs to me that I have been having extra 
rations lately. I wonder why !) 


concealed inside the cracker, and, ata given Fr 
this man peeped out from the silken wall of his 
hiding-place and tossed beautiful bouquets of 
flowers to the guests as they passed underneath. 

A pleasay* surprise awaited the recipient of the 
cracker shown in the third dren, The giver, 
a rich, miserly old gentleman, had fallen in love 
with a beautiful tobacconist’s assistant at the 
shop. where he bought his “‘ smokes.” 

_ Being a curiously shy man, throu h having 
lived long alone, he did not dare to declare his 
assion, but as Christmas drew near a brilliant 
idea occurred to him. 

Going to a cracker manofacturer, he ordered a 
special Christmas cracker to be constructed to 
his order, and inside was placed a dainty pair of 
satin shoes, with a handsome diamond in place of 
a buckle upon each of them. He also took the 
precaution to place his visiting card in each 
slipper, and, entering the shop on Boxing Day, he 
immediately found himeelf chatting easily enough 
to the delighted maiden of his heart. The couple 
were married three weeks later, all through a 
Christmas cracker! 

A magnificent cracker was ordered by a big 
Stock Exchange magnate last Christmas for the 


AGiant Cracker for a Stock Exchange Magnate. 
He bought it fora party he was giving on the ,° 
The guests indulged in a miniature tug-of-war, and 
when the cracker parted it was seen to contain costly 

presents, 


benefit of his guests on the 25th. It is shown in 
the fourth drawing. This cracker was about four 
feet long, and running through the centre of it 
was a silken cord. At the end of dinner, this 
cracker was laid on the table, and the guests who 
were opposite one another laid hold on either end 
of the silk cord. They then had a miniature tug- 
of-war, when the great cracker parted in the 
middle, and each of its halves was found to con- 
tain costly presents, which the guests divided 
among themselves. ; 

A pretty Christmas cracker idea was intro- 
duced into his Christmas festivities by a well- 


! k illionaire of New York a few seasons ago. I Thought I'd Hatch My Own Eggs. 
a tig gen- eka gee ‘3 Batworn the cad oe Last February I begun to lay, and after 1 hud 
tleman then ex- pee the Christmas feast, two | laid about twenty egys I came to a most im- 


portant decision ; I made up my mind that I 
would hatch out my own children. There is, of 
course, a great deal to be said in favour of having 
hens as step-mothers, for some turkeys ave very 
clumsy mothers, but I had no fear on that point 
myself.: So I left off laying and began to 
“ brood.” 

‘his didn’t seem at all to please the man who 
was looking after us und he canght me one 
day and dropped me over the wire netting that 
separated us from the other families. 

Yow, I naturally wanted to get back to my own 
family, for, so to speak, we had “ kept ourselves 
to ourselves,” and 1 was extremely annoyed at 
this treatment. 

Try as I might, however, I could not finda way 
back, though I spent the greater part of two days 
running round and round the wire-netting. 

It was tiring work, I can tell you, and when 
the man finally allowed me to return I found that 
the violent exercise I had been forced to tuke had 
completely spoiled my “ broodiness,” and 1 was 
ready to begin luying again. Between ourselves, 
1 halter that’s what the man put me outside the 
netting for! 

I should like to add—though, perbaps, I say it 


plained, with a 
» smile, that the 
birds were in 
token of peace, 
The Monster Ballroom Cracker. since he had 
It was erect iF i Beene | ech decided to allow 
giving @ oan. % n the marriage of 
rom the bottom to the top, and ‘ 
the footman, aled inede the bis daughter 
cracker, tossed bouquets of flowers and ber lover. 
on to the dancing guests, For sbeer size, 
one of the 
quaintest crackers ever constructed was‘ that 
erected in the ballroom of a rich squire on the 
occasion of a Christmas ball which he was giving. 
The framework 
of this monster 
cracker was of B 
wood, and a cir- 
cular staircase 
ran up the 
centre of it from 
bottom to top. 
Outside it 
was lavishl 
decorated wit! 
silks and lace to 


l an i men servants entered the 


The New York Millionaire's Cracker. 
Served on a dish at table, it contained his little 
daughter dressed as pe et She skipped out and 
anced. 


room bearing a great silver dish on which reposed 
a wonster cracker. When the dish was laid on 
the table, the cracker burst open, and the little 


daughter of the millionaire, dressed up a8 4 | that oughtn’t to—that Iam an unusually band. 
oe sag acd fairy, skipped out and performed a dainty dance | .ome bed, very broad in the chest, as a good 
Sant ker, as in the centre of the table. . turkey should be, and weighing about eighteen 
chews; ia the x cement ounds. This is very gratifying, of course, but 


From a Miser to a Girl he Loved, 


second illustra- : : ; 
. The cracker contained a dainty pair | ' 
tion. Before of satin shoes, In place of a buckle, What are your terms for a year? And does it 


the ball began a ; hon % | cost anything extra if my son wants to learn to 
footman was si se ii bac sa lai read and write as well as to row a boat?” 


’m rather uneasy about it, for between you and 
me and the gate-post there have been a number 
of mysterious disappearances among the hand- 
somest of my family within the last few weeks! 


A FaTuer recently wrote to Oxford University : 


You'll say “Fire Quest of the Sacred Slipper,” ' In the Christmas NOVEL is a ripper! 


How a Practical Joke at 
Messrs. Brown, Brown, 
& Sone val Rather 
Fiat, 


By VINCENT EMS. 


“Very nice of them: very nice indeed!” said 
Mr. James Braith, as ho trudged along carrying 
a fish basket from which a turkey’s head hung 
out “Thought they were up to some of their jokes 
at first” 

His companion, Mr. Frederick G. Topper, smiled. 

“Sort of joke one doesn’t mind,” he replied, 
giving an appreciative look at his basket. “‘Ten- 
pounders, I should say. Pretty heavy, any rate! ” 

Topper was cashier in the firm of Brown, Brown, 
& Son. Braith was the manager. Bvth had com 
pleted twen' y-one years’ service in the firm at Christ- 
mas, end the staff of seven clerks had, with their 
compliments and be:t wishes, presented them with 
a turkey apiece. ? 

‘rhe idea bad been Raymond’s, the licensed wag 
of the office. For two or three days there had been 
much planning and talking, until, all things being 
ready, the public presentation of the two turkeys had 
been made on the Tuesday evening before Christmas. 

Braith was a solemn, steady-going Scotsman, with 
hair just beginningeto grey a little, but with no 
dimming of the humorous twinkle in his kindly blue 
eyes. Clerks had come and gone. Some had 
bettered themselves; others had muddled matters, 
but all had respected Braith, even those whom ho 
had. been obliged to invest with the Most Noble 
Order of the Sack, 

‘Topper was a stout little man, scant of breath, 
and a trifle pompous, but in character much like his 
friend Braith. ; ; 

“Raymond put it very neatly,” said Braith. 
“He'd get on if he took things a little more 
seriously. But he’s young, 1 suppose,” and the 

, manager sighed a little for his own tale of years. 

Raymond had dono it very neatly. 

“Mr. Braith and Mr. Topper,” he had said, “I 
have been asked by tho staff of this firm to beg your 
acceptance of two turkcys—one each—as a tangible, 
material, and seasouable expression of our feelings 
towa:'s yous You have completed, we believe, 
twenty-one years’ service in this firm. You have 
‘come of age,’ and we feel that in whatever way the 
guv—,I mean Mr .Brown, may recognise that, some 
expression fygm those who work under, and, if we 
may tay 80, 80 happily with you, is not only meet, 
but proper. Will you, therefore, each accept a 
turkey, and—a bag in which to convey it to your 
homes ?” 

Braith had been visibly affected. Ho wiped his 
glasses, coughed and stuttered, and ultimately 
managed to say, with one hand on a turkey’s breast, 
“Thank you, gentlemen, thank you very much.” 

Topper, the dignified, had unbent and shaken 
hands with the circ'e of seven, office boy included. 

Then Raymond and another clerk had removed 
the two turkeys, and when the manager and the 
eashior had washed their hands, and were ready to 
wo, there wero their turkeys all nicely packed in 
tish baskets for them. 

“TI must go in here,” said Braith to Topper. “Got 
a few things to.get for the wife. Don't wait. I 
may miss the 6.22,” 

‘Topper nodded, and went on to the station. 


Braith fulfilled his wife's commissions, and then : 


it suddenly came into his mind that he ought to 
take sue ‘ ae 
maaan lnc ee, 
with him, 
Mrs. Braith _ PREG ES 
hadgrumbl d 
about the 
local product, 
and it would 
be a pleasant 
@urpriss not 
ly to briny 
turkey, but 
gausages tu 
match. 
The mana- 
ger made his 
purchase,and 


then hurried 

to thegiation. | 

It was 6.25 

when he Allthe turkey Mr. Braith had got was 
arrived, buti a head, 


DetMiket: PEARSON'S WEE! 


he found that the 5.40 had not yet gone. 
' 


He sat down on one of the long seats, and thought 
he might as well ease his overcogt pocket by placing 
the packet of sausages in the bag with the turkey. 

He pulled out the two wooden skewers, snipped 
the stitches of string, and then—well, Mr. Braith 
discovered that all the turkey he had got was a 
head! The rest was a nicely shaped bag of sand. 

‘the manager chuckled. A good joke! Ah, Ray- 
mond was a wag, without doubt! 

He placed the sausages in the bag, skewered it up 
again, tucked the turkey’s head inside this time, and 
chuckled once more. 

Then he thought of Topper, and laughed right out 
—something he hadn’t dune for years. Topper could 
seo a joke, but what would he say to this? Ha, ha! 

Mr. Braith inquired about the trains, and from 
what a porter told him he worked it out that Topper 
could not have gone. 

“The 5.5 went at ten past six, sir, and there’s been 
oe out since. Fog thicker than ever down tho 

ine.” 

The manager pre d to move and make a search 
for tho cashier, but le suddenly sat down again, and 
opened his evening paper widely. 

Raymond and Jackson were coming along the 
a, laughing and talking, each carrying a fish 

asket. No turkey’s head dangled, but the shape 
outlined was unmistakable. Turkey! 

Braith chuckled again. ‘That was whore ‘the 
exhibition turkeys wero, eh? These young men 
were hot stuff!” 

Asarule Raymond and Jackson went home from 
No. 1 platform, and Braith and the cashier from 
No. 3, but the fog and the muddled service had 
brought the victims—one, at least—and the con- 
spirators face to face. 

Raymond and his friend sat down, then rose, and 
walked up and down. Braith was well covered on 
the long seat 
by other pas- 
seugers, and 
he kept bis 
a paper wide 

open. A train 
a>} puffed in on 
the next plat- 
form, and a 
portershouted 
“something. 

There was a 
general move- 
ment, and 
Raymond and 
Jackson but- 
tonholed a 
passing in- 
spector. 

“No, sir, 
that’s not yours. You're all right here. That’s the 
5.50 express.” 

““Can’t we get in that, go on to the Junction, and 
then come back ? ” 

The inspector took out his time table, and at that 
moment Braith moved quickly, and as he took 
Raymond’s fish basket up in one hand he put, in its 
place, his own. Then he quictly threaded his way 
through the groups of people and went into the 
waiting-room. 

This bag held a turkey, and a pound of 


ae ae 


ete et: 


Topper made the exchange of baskets, 


“Good! 
sausages!” 

With twinkling eyes he wont to look for Topper, 
and found him, as he expected, hovering ie the 
bookstell. 

“Hullo! not off yet? Trains rnnning anyhow, it 
teems,” said the manager cheerfully. 

“Had a look at your turkey?” was the cashier’s 
reply. 

TPraith lifted his baz. “It’sallright. Why?” 

“Come to the waiting-room,” said Topper, with 
significance. 

“There!” ho said, “that’s mine,” and he lugged 
out the bag of sand. “It’sabittoomuch! A joke’s 
a joke, but-—” He had to laugh, despite his attempt 
to be virtuously indignant. Braith solemnly un- 
skewered his bag, and produced a plump turkey and 
a pound of sausages. 

he cashier was amazed, and, it must be said, 
envious. “Might have treated us both alike,” he 
said, dolefully. 

“They did,” said the manager, and then he told 
his tale. - 

“Let’s reconnoitre,” he said, with twinkling eyes. 
“There might be a chance for you. No train in 
be Pull that turkey’s head off, or tuck it into the 

ag.” 


Raymond and Jackson still sat on the seat, and 
both were reading. 

“There's your chance,” said the manager. “ Just 
slip round by those people, stand in the waiting- 
room door, and wait your chance to hop out and take 
Jackson’s bag. Slip yours in its place, and the 
dced’s done,” 


‘ 


WeEex ENDING 
‘ Dec. 6, 1913, 


Toppsr edzod 
through the wait- 
ing groups, took 
up_ his position, 
and, as Braith 
had foretold, 
his chance 
came, A “fog- 

r” with a 

razier and & 
supply of fog 
signals estab- 
ished himeelf 
close to the 
signal-box, 


and a little <M 
crowd, tired 

of waitingand 

lad of any . 


4 iversion, 
watched him. 
Raymond and 
his friend rose and strolled forward, and Topper, with 
beating, heart, issued from the shelter of the doorw. y 
and made the exchange of baskets. 

The manager and cashier were glad a few mine’ 
later to hear a porter bellow out that tloir triin 
was coming into No. 3 platform, and in slow insta!- 
ments they were taken to their destinations. 

“ Good-night,” said Toppcr, as he left the carriage. 
“Then you'll see to that ¢” 

“Yes; good-night.” 

° ° e ° 


Raymon d and Jackson lived within a few doors «f 
each other, and the former, finding, on reaching his 
house, that Mrs. Jackson was with his wife, whistlod 
his friend back. There would be some fun! 

Raymond fold the story. 

“Won't they be cross?” said Mrs, Raymond, a 
pretty bride of three months. 

“Of course not!” replicd Jackson. “A johe'’sa 
joke. If I were in their places I should laugh for hours.” 

At this Raymond laughed for ten consecutive 
minutes. Jackson joined in, and then the two wives. 
It was funny ! 

“ Lot’s see the turkey,” said Mrs. Raymoyd. 
it a big one?” 

“ About ten pounds,” said her husband, driwing 
out the skewers. “Jolly good bird,” he was say iny, 
and then his jaw dropped. 

“ Why— I—hang it !—how the dickens—you must 
have got my basket, Jackson,” he said lamely, as tl.e 
shape, stuffed with sand fell to the floor. 

Jackson looked, then subsided weakly to the sofa, 
and laughed until his wife knelt by his side and 
jeptored him, if he still loved hey, to stop. 

He wiped his face. ‘“ Well, old chap, you can have 
half of mine, or come to dinner with us on ‘Thurs- 
day. I never touched your baskot. . 

He pulled the skewers out of the basket. “ You'll 
remember I tied a bit of string round the leg cf 
mine so that we should know which was mine and 
which was yours, and you can sce-——” 

His voice trailed off into a gurgle of horror as he 
drew out — not a turkey, with a string round its leg, 
but—well, you know ! 

Aes 


He drew out—not a turkey, 


“Ts 


Next morning, the day before Christmas, the 
cashier and manager, as befitted their positions, 
were strictly business-like. At noon the oflice would 
close for the Christmas holidays. Books and ledgers 
were being put away, and desks shut down, when the 
manager unbent. 

“ Ah, Raymond, the wife wished me to thank you 
for what you did—the turkey, and your speech, you 
know. Splendid bird, she says.” 

“Very glad she likes it, sir,” said Raymond with 
the ghost of a smile. ee 

“Mrs. Topper, too, wishes me to thank you all, 
gentlemen,” said the cashier. 

Braith and Topper departed, and the seven went 
their various ways. Raymond and Jackson wa!ie! 
to the station very much down in the mouth. 

“Kleven-and-eight that blessed turkey cost me,” 
said Kaymond. “It'll be roust beef for us this 
Christmas. Can’t run to any more turkeys.” 

“Same here,” said Jackson, lugubriously. “ Bit of 
boiled bacon is what I’m thinking of.” 

s e s s s 

“You men are funny creatures!” said Mrs. Ray- 
mond. “You play too many games in that office, 
I’m sure. The turkey came It’s a 
beauty! Sixteen pounds.” 

“Came this morning ?” 

“Yes, Sanders brought it. Said there was no 
message, only that a friend had sent it with best 
wishes, because he’d come of age. How funny!” 

“Good old Braith!” said Raymond, and there was 
a little, just a little, mistiness in his eyes. 

“ And Mrs, Jackson’s got one, too. She ran down 
totell me.” 

“Good old Topper!” said Raymond. 

Which was exactly what his friend Jackson was 
saying. . 


18 morning. 


The best Christmas present for a boy is a year's subscription to the SCOUT. 


Wrex ENDING 
Duo. 6, 1918. 


A FIFTEEN horse-power motor-car, with a five- 
seated body, hood, screen, and all complete, weighs 
about twenty hundredweight. Fancy making your 
Christmas dinner off a piece of beef cut from an 
animal that weighed, when alive, a good deal more 
than that car! 

Yct you may have done so. Many people have. 
Every year there are bullocks brought up to the 
Christmas Cattle Show which weigh a ton, and 
sometimes a good deal more. 

Mr. Thomas Cook, for instance, sold for Christmas 
beef a black-polled Scot which weighed one ton, 
two hundredweight, and seventy-eight pounds. 

Put the beast on one side of a giant pair of scales 
and it would take seventeen grown men to weigh 
down tke opposite side. Or, as Rugby footballers 
aro usually rather heavier than the average, you 
might put it that this bullock was just about equal 
in weight to a complete tcam of fifteen Rugby 
plavers. 

This animal fetched the comfortable price of £50 
at the Great Yarmouth Cattle Sale ; but two others 
not quite so heavy sold, respectively, for £51 and 
£60 apicce. 

Jumbo, the Giant Ox. 

The Yarmouth animal is not a record for his 
kind. At Birmingham, just a year ago, there was 
shown a roan shorthorn which reached the colossal 
weight of twenty-six and a half bundredweight. 
He had been fed up to this enormous size by Mr. 
¥red Lockwood, York, and it was said that 
Jumbo, as the giant ox was called, had actuall 
lost a good many pounds on his journey from York 
to Birmingham. 

There were threc othcr beasts shown at the same 
time, all of nearly the same size—thut is, a ton and 
a quarter apicce. 

Roughly speaking, a thousand pounds of live 
bullock is equal to 700 pounds of dead beef, 80 that 
Jumbo’s equivalent in beef approached 2,000 pounds. 
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The Story I Want the Children {ef 


4s 


(The prize of £1 1s. for this artic'e has been awarded to W. MAUNDY ATKINS, 
Rathamsted, Harpeaden, Herts). 


To all Right-Minded Parents, Guardians, Trustécs, | tops, and drums, and bon-bons, and chocolates, and 


and Others Whom it may Concern, 

Greeting,— 

Whereas a rumour has reached my ears that 
among a certain section of modern twenticth- 
century juveniles of both sexes there existe a 
lamentable ignorance concerning me, Santa Claus, 
and my characteristics, and that many of those who 
should be my most loyal supporters even doubt 
my very existence, if indeed they ever heard of it, 

I hereby call upon you, Parents, Guardians, 
Philanthropists, Principals of Schools, Trustees, and 
others with whom lies the responsibility for the 
welfare of the young of whatover rank, station, or 
degree whatsoever, incontinently to bestir your- 
selves, and to do all that lies in your power to 
remedy this deplorable state of affairs without 
further delay ! 

‘And these are the things that I would have my 
little friends and protéyés to know, if so be their 
edueation has been so neglected by you that they 
are not already familiar with them. 


Polar Bears Are My Companions. 

First, that I am the mervicst, jolliest, happiest, 
pnd most benevolent old gentleman in the whole 
world, with the reddest face and the whitest beard 
that ever was seen, having my dwelling far away 
amid the frozen fastnesses of the mysterious North- 
land in a beautiful ice-palace full of lovely toys and 
playthings, with the Polar bears for my only com- 
panions, and the North Star for my lantern, and 
that all correspondence should be addressed ** The 
North Pole,” and dropped into the fire instead of 
the pillar- bmx. : 

Here, in my ice-pinnacled palace, it should be 
pointed out, I sleep the whole year through, until 
the merry chimes that usher in the holy scason of 
Christmas rouse me from my slumbers, when, 
dashing tho icicles from my hair and beard, I 
spring joyfully from my couch, and harnessing uy 
trusty reindeer to its sleigh, already loaded up wit: 
every imaginable toy and swcctmeat, dolls, and 


Co 


SG Kiddies This 


the Marker 


Much as Three Lions, 


| Allowing that each person eats half a pound of becf 
| for his or her Christmas dinner, Jumbo woud 
' nvovide a Christmas meal for each grown pcrson in 
| a town the size of Dorchester. 

Mutton is not usually regarded as food for 
Christmas, yet any amount of fat wethers are sold 
at this season. Eee people except breeders and 
butchers have any notion of the weight of sheep, and 
it is safe to say that most of them very much under- 
estimate it. 

Pigs Are Heavier Than Sheep. 

As a matter of fact, a wether, only just over ten 
months old, has been known to weigh considerably 
over six hundredweight. Fancy a lamb which it 
would take four sturdy men merely to carry ! 

Pigs run a bit heavier than sheep. At Birming- 
ham last ycar were shown some Berkshires which, 
although not yet a year old, weighcd nearly seven 
and a half hundredweight apiece. A full-grown 
lion weighs about 500 pounds. Two of theze mighty 
a weighcd, therefore, more than three large 
ions. 

A year earlier, namely in December, 1911, the 
record price of £30 was given for a Berkshire bacon 
pig. This was at the Slough Show. 

Ask a cook what is the ideal turkey, and she will 
say a young ben of from eight to ten pounds in 
weight. a 

But nowadays they raise chickens of that 
size, and as for turkeys, they will soon tie in weight 
with ostriches. At Little Bucksteep Farm in Sussex 
there was bred in 1911 a gobbler that weighed no 
less than thirty-nine pounds. A golden eagle—a 
bird which has been known to lift and fly away with 
a three months old baby, weighs less than one- 
third as much as this splendid turkey. 

At Leadenhall Market, at this time of year, you 
can always see plenty of thirty-pound turkeys; 
while ducks of ten pounds each are also at times on 
exhibition. 


other delighgs too numerous to mention—start out 
on my annual round of visits to bestow seasonable 
gifts upon my little friends. 

Secondly, that although as old as the hills, I am 
just as youthful in heart as the youngest of them all, 

ing immortal, and by nature somewhat akin to 
the fairies, by virtue of which nature I am able to 
be in every place at the same time, and being also of 
an adventurous turn of mind, that it pleaseth me to 
make my entry stealthily and at midnight by the 
chimney instead .of by the customary and more 
prosaic door, and that the receptacle I prefer in 
which to deposit my gifts is an open and capacious 
stocking, which on no account should be omitted 
to be hung in anticipation of my call. 


Rich and Poor Are Alike to Me. 
Thirdly, that I am the especial friend of little 
children of all ranks, stations, and creeds—be sure 
you tell them this—loving the child of the pauper in 
the workhouse not one whit Icss than the‘darling of 
“the prince in his palace, and that it is not my wish 
that onc of them, however poor, however miscrably 
circumstaneed, should le forgotten, and thet if in 
the moment of their mirth my little friends will give 
a thought to those Jess happil placed than thein- 
sclves, and will endeavour to brighten their lot to 
some extent, my joy—and theirs—will be inereased 
a thousandfold. 

Furthermore, my masters, if ye for your part, 
realising the deeper and holier truths that lic behind 
the poctry and romance of this blessed season, 
which truths it will be your privilege to impress 
upon their little minds as soon as they are able to 
comprehend them, will help them and me 
in this respect, the richcst blessings of — the 
Spirit of Christmas shall duly alight upon your 
heads ! 

Given under our hand and seal at the Court of 
King Christmas, at Yule, in this year of Grace 
ninctcen hundred and thirteen. 

Saxta Cracs. 


SUCCESS 


TRIKE hard! 


You must strike for yourself; no 
one can or will do it for you. 


Surike home! 


Take off your coat, roll up your slecves 
—Strike! That is the only way to beat 
down the obstacles which stand between 
you and Security and Better Pay. 


Is your position secure? Is your pay 
as high as you would like it to be? If 
they are not, who is going to strike for 
you? You must strike for yourself—a 
strong, heavy blow. 


You must strike off the chain which 
binds you. What is it? Is it that you 
cannot prove to your employer that you 
are worth more than heis giving you now, 
worth a better and secure position? 


What proof does he ask ?_ What proof 
could you give him? He demands that 
you shall be a man who has the practical 
KNOWLEDGE which will give you the 
power to DO things. That knowledge 
the International Correspondence Schools 
can give you as they have already given it 
to so many others. With that knowledge 
at“your back you will be able to strike 
out hard for yourself and your blow will 
go home—it will tell. 


The 1.C.S. Booklet which we will send you contains 
voluoble practical advice on the chances end prospects 
for trained men in your own line of work, together with 
fe full syllubus a d spec:men pages and illustratioan from 
LC.S. Instruction Papers of the 1.C.S. Course best 
suited to your requirements, and e@ full account of what 
LCS. correspondence training really is, meeas and has 
accomplished. Together witht’-is Booklet the testimony 
of prominent pub'ic men and employers and cf 1.C.S. 
students to the practical and PROFITABLE nature 
of 1.C.S. training. 


ae 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE Scucets LTD., 
80e Internaticnal Bulidinge, Kingeway, Loncien, w.o. 
(To avoid delay please toe our full addre s,) 


Please send I.C.S. Booblet explaining how [can gain n 
thorough, practical, and up-to-date knowledge of the 
subject before which 1 have marked MX, and so qualify 
for a Secure Position and Better Puy. 
COMMERCIAL TRAINING 
—Business Training —Advertising 
—Hxook-kecping —Show Card Writing 
—Salesmznship --Window Dressing 
TECHNICAL TRAINING 
—Boile- Engineering ~- Shop Practice 
—Marine Engineering —Foundrv Work 
—Gas Power Engineering —Electrical Engineering 
—Motor Engineering —E ectric Traction 
—Cotton Manufacturing —t-lectric Lihting 
—Woollen M nufacturing —Architecture 
—Steam Engineering — Contracting and Building 
—Steam Electric —Stractural Encineering 
—Mechanical Engineering — Concrete Engineering 
—Draughtsmanship - Civil Engineering 
—Herting and Ventilating —Quantity Surveying 
—Shcet Metal Work ~- Mining 
VARiOUS 
- French, German, 
Spanish, Italian 
—Asgriculture, Poultry 
Farming 


—INus'vating 
—Designing 
—Appliced Art 


Many viher cous: 


_————— 


will make you laugh. See the Christmas PEARSON S MAGAZINE 


‘The Complete Sportsman,” a new series by Harry Graham, 
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PF iania Pimples 
i Pie 


A Tale of a Horrid 
Mistake, 


aoe By F. E. BAILY. 
THE maids of Little Tumpington are passing fair 
to see, 
Nor do the grudge a kiss or two, if you should 
make so free ; 
Yet sone had savings laid away, and property as 
well, 
But plain . ctunia Pimple—she whose father kept 
. the “ Bell.” 


There came to 
eourt Petunia, 
Joe Smith 
and Alfred 


ral es 
= twig her 
gold t ns the 
neighbours 
sneered, with 
low and crafty 
hint ; 
‘*No man could 
love a red- 
haired lass with freckles and a squint!" 


Yet Plain Petunia, graceless girl, encouraged them 
with smiles 
(The boys had long avoided her, and scorned her 
imple wiles). - 
‘*‘ Whichever asks, Pll marry him, and when the 
* fish is hooked ; , 


Invite him round to sup upon a pie I shall have 
cookei !” ; sd 

a model pi, [Co] 

ela g 


Aunt Sarah “@ \" 


It weighed but twice as much. 


Petunia owned 
a model pie; 


month before 
she died. 

The relic on her 
kitchon - shelf Tea 
with pomp 
Petunia 

ced, 

A fair mince-pie, 
adorned with 
sprigs of miis- \ e 
tletoe in paste. Alfred Hobbs his love confessed, 


Six weeks Petunia copied it before the trick she 
learnt ; : : 

Nine pies resembled lumps of lead, and twelve of 
them were burnt. 

At last’ she turned an object out, with shy and 
trembling touch, 

Distinctly like Aunt Sarah's tart, which weighed 
but twice as much. 


— evening, Alfred Hobbs, in all his Sunday 
t, 
Kneeling within her sitting-room, his deathless love 


He wolfed Aunt Sarah's pie! 


The “Baby” number of HOME NOTES to-day 


Zaediitioed PEARSON'S WEEKLY XMAS NUMBER, *ecditosy 
ist Avie. Whe sms legal thing” Sinead 


hig loved one’s eye, 


Put up @ prayer, and bowed his head, and wolfed 


Aunt Sarah's phe { 


him like a sword ! 

Aunt Sarah nine long months before had passed to 
her reward; . : 

Afflicted by the ancient sweet, in agony he lay, 

Complaining, 
while the 
doctor called 
and dosed him 
twicea day. ° 


All siping, 
the weichboute 
sneered: ‘A 
chap she 
lacked until 

Poer Alfred came 
a-courting her, 
and him she 
tried to kill!’* 

And plain Petu- 
nia, blushing so 
she knew not 
where to look, 


She wore a satin wedding 
bedecked with gilded bobs. 


Attained the reputation of an execrable cook. 


dress, 


Then, while she suffered, Joseph Smith most 
cunningly consoled ~ . 

Miss Pimple, yea, and married her, annexing all 
her oak. 

She wore a satin wedding dress, bedecked with 
gilded bobs, 

And, on her honeymoon, wrote thus to sickly 
Alfred Hobbs : 


“No man is more despicable than somebody who 

can’t 

Distinguish from a sweetheart’s pie the pastry 
of her aunt ; 

You made the neighbours jeer and mock, and yet 
I tell yon true, 

[I'm jolly glad, for otherwise I might have 
married you! ™ 


=e 


LITTLE BRAIN WAVES, 


Some men respect age most when it is in a bottle. 


Most men can get along with any women they are 
nat married to. . " 

Tae ideal woman is the one who thinks you are the 
ideal man. 


SrEax your mind if you must, but mind how you 


Footiss girls make @ speciality of breaking hearts ; 
wise girls run repair shops. 


Every married man foels that it takes but one to 
make a quarrel. 


Even if a man has no axe to grind, he can usually 
get a job turning the grindstone for some one who has. 


Iv you want work done choose a busy man to do it— 
the other sart have no time. 


Prvcx is t! 
can find 


secret of success—but sometimes you 
to pluck. 


Ir’s pretty tough on the oldest inhabitant if it’s 
really true ‘as the good die young. 


Tam things that do not eoncem a woman are 
generally the things that give her the most concern. 


First love is merely a sample, and the firat kiss just 
an appetiser. : 


Wey is it that women are so fond of sweets and men 
of bitters ? 


Tax difference between genius and insanity is anly 
Sedatige “mantle is ab least, suse of his board sad 
ings. 


- Tus difference between a henpecked and a masterful 
husband is that one gives in at once while the other 
does it the nextday, = 


Stoxen fruit always tastes sweet. It’s the 
in the region of the waist-belt which tells you se 
whether it was really sweet or not. 


How soon the fell mistake had smote 


WEEK ENDING 
Duo. 6, 1913. 
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cA 748 a 
THEY offer better music, greater 
variety, the finest reproducticn, 
and DOUBLE WEAR. The repertoir: 
of Christmas music is the most exten- 
sive of all. New issues, now on sale 
at all dealers and stores, include 
Novel Christmas Descriptive Record-. 
Minstrels, Miniature Pantomime — 
“Cinderella,” Children’s Toy [nstru- 
ment Marches, Ballads, and the Latest 
Popular Hits, and the Newest Tango 
Dance Music. Remember they 


WEAR TWICE AS LONG! 


Here are a few selected titles from the 
Christmas Columbia-Rena List—now ready : 
12-inch—4s, each, 

Mr. MORGAN KINGSTON, Tenor. 
419 § le {fer of Betilel.em. 
dt Good-bye. The Holy City . 
A GORGEOUS MINSTREL RECORD. 
420 { Fireside Minstrels—In 2 Parts, Introducing 
U songs, choruses, patter, and orchestra. 
A MINIATURE PANTOMIME. ; 
422 “Cinderella "’—-in 2 Acts. Exactly as played 
{ at the theatre, with all effects. 
CHILDREN'S TOY INSTRUMENT MARCHES. 
9949 erie Symphony (Haydn) 
Children’s Toy March, 
BRANSBY WILLIAMS’ RECITALS. 
( Death of Little Nell (Dickens). 
USidney Carton’s Farewell (Dickens). 
CARRIE HERWIN, Contralto. 
<( Down the Vale. 
TWO GREAT POPULAR HITS, 
2509 { When I Get You Alone To-Night (Duet). 
( Whistle It (Ada Jones). 
Also No. 2250, ** You Made Me Love You,” 
and many others. 
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HORNLESS GRAPHOPHONES from 23 Be 

to 2105. one Universal! Entertainer—one 

should be in every home before Christmas. 
Mhustrated Catalogue Free, 


and Dealers Everywhere. Can be 
Graphophones and all makes of gramophones, They 


wus TWICE AS LONG as any other records, 


COLUMBIA CRAPHOPHONE COMPANY 


Dept. P.W.), Columbia Building, Clerkenwell Rd 
Re Established OVER 25 Year. 


ndon, 


Buy for your wife on your homeward way. 
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SERIAL STORY. | 4 big sum, and Dick was arrested and sentenced to 

five years’ penal servitude. But he didn’t forge the 

cheque. Passmore did it. He managed to throw 

suspicion on to your brother, and—I helped him.” 
ilda shrunk back with a gesture of horror. 

Then Passmore spoke. His face had taken on a 
strange, yellowish tinge, but his voice was calm and 
collected. 

“Don't listen to her ravings, Hilda,” he said. 
“She must be mad. Even if her story were true, 
she'd be as bad as Iam. But it isn’t. It’s a pack of 
lies.” He thought for a moment. “ You can’t stay 
here with Cora in that state. You wouldn't be safe. 
'The best thing will be for us to get married even sooner 
than I said.” 
| Hilda did not answer, but something in her face 

sent a pang of fear through Passmore’s heart. In 

marriage with this girl lay his only chance of safety. 

He pulled the marriage licence from his pocket. 

“You can’t go back on your promise now, Hilda,” 
he almost whined. ‘See, I've got the licence. Let's 
be marricd to-morrow, and"go right away at once.” 

From the curtain behind him a thin, white hand shot 
silently out and snatched the piece of parchment from 
his grasp. Passmore started back in amazement. 
Tho curtain was brushed on one side and from bebind 
it there stepped the figure of a girl. 

It was Violet Ward. 

“ Don’t es ever go back on your promiees, 
Monty ?” she asked with a jarring laugh. 

Passmore continued to stare at her, but made no 
reply. The shock of her sudden appearance had 
unnerved him. Even Hilda etarted painfully. 
Though she knew of Violct’s presence in the flat s! 
had‘never dreamt that she had been hidden behind 
the curtain during her conversation with Passmore. 

“So you never break your promises?” Violet 
repeated, “ or perhaps you've got rather a short memory. 
Do you remember making a promiso to mo. four 
years ago—a promise to marry me ? I suppose 
@ trifle like that slipped your memoyy. Is that why 
you ran away and Icft me in the lurch ?” 

Passmore shrank back before the girl’s harsh voice 
and bitter words. Then he turned to bluster. 

“Your tale won’t go down with me,” he said, with 
a show of anger. ‘I never promised anything of the 
sort. But I ece through your game. Dick Warren 
brought me your messa, yesterday—let me sce, I 
was to marry you, wasn't I, or else ‘ou’d trump up 
some story about me and inform the police ? I suppose 
you know what happens to blackmailers ? ” 

Violet Ward laughed. 

“T know what happens to blackguards,” she said. 

“And I’ve changed my mind about marrying you, 
Monty. I thought being married, even to you, would 
be better than the life I’ve been leading lately. But 
while I've been behind that curtain, I’ve been thinking 
as well as listening. You needn't bother about 
marrying me, Monty. I'll let you off that.” 
“I'm much obliged to you, I’m sure,” sneered 
Passmore. ‘ Perhaps you'll be good enough to hand 
me back my property. After that, I don’t think we 
need detain you any longer.” 

Violet Ward etill held the marriage licence in her 
hand. She made a sudden movement as if to tear 
sit in pieces. Then she changed her mind and handed 
it hack to Passmore. “I hope you'll find it useful,” 
she said with a strange sinile. “I'm off now, but 
I shouldn't wonder if we meet again—before long.” 

Without another word she left the room. 

Passmore turned to Hilda. 

“ What's it to bo, Hilda?” he asked. “Say that 
you don’t believe the lies these women have been 
telling. I’ve got the licence. We can be married to- 
morrow. Then we can snap our fingers at the world.” 

Hilda turned on him a look of withering contempt. 
She did not speak, but Passmore read his answer in 
her eyes. His power over Hilda—the trump card 
that he had relied on to protect him against the revenge 
of Dick Warren—was gone for ever. Defeat starcd 
him in the face—and defcat meant retribution. A 
sudden picture of gloomy prison walls rose before his 
mental vision. 

He remembered with a start Violet Ward's last 
words. Had thoy been a threat ? Had she gone to 
urge Dick Warren to make use of the deadly evidence 
she had given him of his guilt. ? 

There was only one chance of safety—the coward’s 
last resource—flight. Without another glance at 
the two girls—onc his victim, the other saved from 
the same fate aa by @ miracle—he slunk from the 
room and from the flat. 

Ten minut>s later he entered his bonk and cashed 
alarge chowue. Hardly waiting to count the notes that 
were handed to him across the counter, Passmore 
hurried out and, hailing a taxi, gave the address of 
his flat. 

With frantic haste he discarded the fashionable 
clothes he wore. When a few minutes later he slipped 
out of the building he took no luggage with him. 
He was dressed in a shabby suit with a tweed cap 
pulled down over his eyes, and few of his acquaint- 
ances would have recognised in him the usually well- 
dressed man about town and race-course habitué. 

And be was recovering his nerve. He had his 

(Continued on page 630.) 
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Girl who Tried to Get Out of 
Difficulties by Playing Cards and Backing Horses. 


By SIDNEY MATTINGLY. 
Author of “The Terror by Night.") 


CHAPTER XII. 
Shown Up. 

Mgcitsstcany Hilda turned and walked down the 
pee into the tiny sitting-room of the flat. 

fontague Passmore followed her closely. A sort of 
evil amusement showed upon his face. The girl was 
his. She could not escapo him now. Her cvident 
fear and loathing of him seemed only to add to the 
keenness of his triumph. 

“T got your message,” he began in his silkiest voice. 
“In the circumstances it will be as well for us 
to get marricd without delay. Besides, I don’t 
care for you to go back to your work at the Stores. 
‘To-day is Thursday. I've made all arrangements 80 
that we can be married carly next week. You can 
stay here till then with Cora Stafford.” 

Hilda did not speak. She had tried to realise 
beforo that this man was to be her husband. But 
his words struck her with the force of a terrible blow. 
Early next week! It was like a sentence of death. 
The fear in her eyes deepened, and her senses swam. 

“ Well, haven't you got anything to say to me 
asked Passmore after a pause. ‘* Docsn't the arrange- 
ment I’ve suggested suit you?” 

“ There is nothing clse for me to do,” Hilda managed 
to reply, in a low, tremulous voice. 

Passmore laughed harshly. A sudden sound made 
him break off and glance» towards the door. Someone 
had entered the flat. He frowned ominously. .He was 
enjoying this téle-d-t¢le and did not want it interrupted. 

‘A moment later, the door opened and Cora Stafford 
stood upon the threshold. 

There was dead silence for a sccond. Neither 
Hilda nor Passmore had expected to see Cora there 
that afternoon, when she should have been at her post 
ut Merton's Stores; but it was not her presence only 
that surprised them. 

The woman who stood upon the threshold of the 

little sitting-room was a Cora Stafford neither of them 
had ever scen before. Her face was pale, and traces 
of tears were to be secn upon her cheeks ; but it was 
her eyes that scemed to have changed the most of all. 
They were full of pain, as she turned her glance on 
Hilda—pain, mingled with pity and remorse. But 
as she looked away from the girl to the man who stood 
by the window, a cold smile upon his face, the pain 
seemed to fade from her glance, and contempt took 
its place. 
- During the last hour Cora Stafford had tasted the 
dregs of humiliation. She had offered her love, she 
had offered herself, to a man who did not love her. 
Bitter despair had entered into her heart when Charlie 
Merton kindly but firmly and finally had told her that 
what she hoped for cou id never be. 

When he had left her, all the world had secmed dark 
before her, Sho had wept scalding tears of anguish. 
A fierce wave of anger had rushed over her—anger 
against Merton, anger against Hilda, who, in spite of 
ali her own lies and machinations, still held the first 
place in his heart. 

Then strangely and suddenly had come a revulsion 
cf feeling. The anger died in her heart. She loved 
Charlie Merton. It was the first puro love she had 
known in all her stormy, passionate life, and she 
forgot her own suffering in thinking of his. 

She had done her best to betray the girl he loved 
into the hands of a man she knew to be a blackguard. 
For the first timo she realised what she had done 
in all its naked horror. Out of the remorse that 
@oded her heart a sudden resolve was born. She 
nad licd to Hilda and had deceived her, but it was 
better to tell the truth late than never. 

With a prayer that it was not too late, she set off 
to her flat. Thus came about the unlooked-for inter- 
ruption of Passmore’s talk with tho girl he already 
looked upon as his. Cor broke the silence that 

ted her entry. are 

“T lied to you last: night, she said to Hilda in a 
strange, low voice. “Everything I told yon was lies, 
There's no reason why you should marry Montague 
Passmore. There's every reason why you shouldn't.” 

Hilda did not reply. Her eyes were xed searchingly 
on the girl she had thought her friend. 

“J don't wonder at your doubting me,” Cora went 
on dully. “ But I'm telling the truth now. Look at 
his face.” She pointed to Passmore. “Cant you 
ace it written there? I’ve been his tool long enough. 

*ye got something else totell you. Listen. Montague 
Passmore and I were in the same office as your father 
and brother four years ago. A cheque was forged for 


D° you realise the risk =_— 

you run riding in 
a crowded train or tram without a gorm- 
killing Peps tablet in your mouth ? 


Every sneeze, every cough fills the 
air you breathe with countless disease- 
germs that immediately make for any 
weak spot in your throat and chest 
Keep a little breatheable Peps tablet 
dissolving in your mouth to ward off 
the infection, and you will not be “full 
of cold” on the morrow, with the possi- 
bility of pleurisy or deadly pneumonia 
supervening. 

You breathe in the germs that start 
infectious coughs or colds, and it is 
necessary to breathe in Peps to kill 
them and rout unpleasant and danger- 
ous complications like bronchitis, sore 
throat, influenza, catarrh, pleurisy, inflam- 
mation, pneumonia, etc. 


PEPS 


Women have the 
Advantage of Men. 


Women have the advantage of men — if a 
woman's hair falls ont she can at least wear her 
own false bair by saving her “ combings.” but a 
man is obliged to wear “ somebody else’s bair” or 
none at all. It is an ugly dilemma, and can be 
dodged with a little care Mr. Goo. R. Sims. the 
famous author of “The Ever Open Door,” now 
being played to immense audiences at the Alwycb 
Theatre, was once confronted with just the 
dilemma towards which you may perhaps be 
drifting now. 

So keen was he to preserve his® hair that he 
made many experiments, and at last discovered 
Tatcho. . 

It is probably a bundrel to one against there 
being any reason why ie should not save your 
hair as Mr. Geo. R. Sims saved bis. Try the 
same remedy. It will be only what one might 
expect thut the same remedy should bring the 
sume result. In order that you may mike a 
serious test the Company formed by Mr. Geo. R. 
Sime will send a large size 4s. 6d. trial bottle for 
Js. 10d. if you post the coupon below without 
delay. If you prefer it, your own Chemist or 
Stores will supply you with your 4s. Gd. bottle 
tor 1s. 19d. 


SPECIAL OFFER. 


We authorise our Chief Chemist to send to 
the app.icant who forwards this authority a 
regular 4s. 6d. bottle of TATCHO, carriage and 
packing paid, to the apnlicant’s own door, at 
the nominal pricc of Is. F 


Arne, 
ae 


5 Great Queen Strert, T.orden wc, 


A feast of fiction good and rare, va the NOVEL'S Christmas fare. 
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THE GIRL GAMBLER (cont. from page 629). 
fortune in his. ket. In a few hours he would be 
beyond reach it. He Idughed softly to himself. 
He would cheat his enemies yet. 


¢ 

Oxce more Hilda Warren was alone with her 
thoughts. Montague Passmore had gone, she ho 
never to cross her path — and as soon as_he 
taken his departure Cora Stafford had left her too. 

“You're not the only person I’ve lied to, Hilda,” 
she had said brokenly. “I don't oxpect you to 
forgive me now. But perhaps you will one day. I’m 
doing all I can to make amends, I'm go to see Mr. 
Merton now. He’s one of the people I've helped 
Montague Passmore to deceive. Perhaps you can 

ess why I did it.” Cora paused. “I loved him. 
But I’m going to tell him the whole truth now.” 

Hilda had scarcely heard Cora’s words ; she had not 
understood even those she did hear. She cherished 
no resentment again the unhappy girl who, under 
the guise of friendship, had dono her best to wreck her 
life. The only emotion she felt was a deep relief that 
she had beon mercifully delivered at the eleventh hour. 

The events of the a day and night seemed part 
of an evil dream. e, the awakening meant a 
return to the dull routine of her old life; but even her 
work at Merton’s Stores seemed brighter in contrast 


se ee pei es lone in her fight against 
And she would no alone 
the world. Dick had come bank ae brother 
whom her father had believed to be a criminal was 
innocent of the crime for which he had suffered so 
cruelly. His return and the knowledge of his inno- 
cence would help to brighten her father's last y 
Bat there was one aud 


These thoughts were in her mind when she realised 
quite suddenly that someone had entered the room. . 
She looked up. Charlie Merton stood before hér. 

Between those two, lies and deception had opened 
up ® chasm of misunderstanding. There were many 
things that had to be explained between them. 

But this was not a timo for words of explanation. 
Their eyes met in a long glance of perfect understanding. 

Hilda had wept no tears during her dreadful ordeal 
She bed been dry-eyed through all the terrors of 
body and soul that had assailed her during the past 
four-and-twenty hours, But now the tears came. 

With Charlie Merton’s arm around her and her 
head upon his shoulder, she wept, but her tears were 
not the wild tears of sorrow, rather the happy tears 
that come when sorrow and pain are past. 

Presently she grew calmer, and they sat down side 
by side to talk—not of the black past, but of the bright 
future. It was thus that Dick Warren found them. 

When he entered Merton rose to his fect. 

“Pm the happiest man alive, and I should like you 
to be the first n to congratulate me, Dick,’* he 
said quietly. “* Hilda has promised to marry me as soon 
a3 you and your father can spare her,” - 

s s * s 


2 

That evening Dick and Hilda Warren left London 
for the cp heme : where sc father was 
staying, all ignorant of the stra penings that 

given him back a son and on gl nearly lost him 
a riage —— 

As the two stood on long departure platform at 
Paddington Station, talking to Merton, who had come 
to see them off, the long arm of coincidenee stretched 
forth and for a second reopened a chapter all were 
anxious to ag oe for ever. There was a sudden 
commotion a little way down the platform, and a 

, curious crowd quickly gathered round. Idly 
Hilda and her companions turned to watch. 

Then the c: parted, and a gaily-dressed girl 

- ped out. It was Vivlet Ward, a look of triumph 
D eyes. ; 

Close behind her followed three other figures. Two 
were clearly detectives in plain clothes, The man 
who walked between them with handouffs on his wrists 


and cravon fear written across his face was Montague 
thought, on the 


Passmore. He had stood, as he 
threshold of freedom; but the door had suddenly 
closed in his face. The only freedom he would know 
for many years was such freedom as can be found 
behind stone walls and iron bars. ~ 
A momentary faintness seized Hilda at this unox- 
ted encounter. But she looked into the eyes of 
r lover, and the past, with all its terrors, its loubte, 
and misunderstandings, was forgotten in the message 
that she read there, 
Tue Enp. 


procure two small 
the other crosswise, 


together in 
this posi. 
tion. Then 
obtain a few 
lengths of 
string and 
tie them 
across the 
hoops in the 
Manner 
shown in the 
first sketch. 
You then 
fill this in with holly, smau 
Christmas to A complete holly 
the second i tion. 


is seen if 


A DECORATING HINT. 
To keep your mas decorations secure, & 
plan is to takea pioce of strong thread, and, by tho aid 
of two drawing 
pins, fix it to 
the wall in the 
manner shown 
in the acogm- 


nying iflas- 

ae tation This 
ge will serve the 
VEG: purpose of 
EZEZ ing the 
g Lidiiiide sprayed holly 
WZ “’ upright, and 
Z will also enable 
iZ a to put up 
Z ay larger quan- 
Z tity. For the 
Z sake of clear- 
A ness, in the 


: picture the 
thread is shown large in comparison to the rest of the 
sketch ;-of course, in reality it would be scarcely 
noticeable. 


STORE CHRISTMAS LOGS THIS WAY. 

Tur accompanying illustration depicts a very novel 
way of storing Christmas logs, instead of having to 
place them on the hearth, which, by the way, looks 
very unsightly. 
Get a piece of 
wire-netti 1 
yards as’ and 
2 feet wide. Bend 
it as shown in the 
sketch, turn the 
parlour or other 
table up, and fix 
it with c t 
nails along ri 
Turn the table 
back again and 
your logs can he 
stored, as in the 


: SAVES INFECTION. — 
THE accompanying illustration shows a very neat. 
idea which is now being adopted by tradesmen who, 
during their calls, have to speak through a speaking 


tube. The idea consists of getting a piece of bamboo 
or hollow stick about four inches long and sharpened 
at one end. When speaking thro a tube, this is 
inserted as per illustration, so that the mouth docs not 
seh = tube. “ao idea, weasels at Christmas 
ime, when s tubes are in great should be 
adopted by ail teadesemen, nme 


WEEK ENDING 
Dec. 6, 1913. 


IS YOUR HEART BAD? 


Feel your, pulse. Is it regular. Do you ever hava 
‘ Treo Skiniig eee of 
reath, a Cold 
Hands or Peet, Pains under 
the Teft Shoulder Blade, 
Trouble in Lying on Left Sidc. 
Dizzy Bpells, Drowsiness after 
Eating, Violent Starts in your 
Sleep, ess in the Throat, 

Ni ia around the Heart. 
If you have any of these symptom:, 
is it not time to correct them? 
Oxien has ed an almost infaHiblo 
cure of Functional H Troubles and their many 
complications, Let us send youa Free Packet, that you 
may, Without Cost, try ita effect upon your trovblo. 
: e will send the week’s TBLAL, Rr ATHENT, 
relying on your telling your friends if t docs you 
good. Fall particulars of use and of come of ths 
cures with every ket. It costs you nothing to 
. THE GIANT OXIE CO. Ltd. (Dept. 6 FF), 

8 Bouverie Street, London, E.C, ( 


FREE BOX OXIEN. 
FREE CURE FOR DEAFNESS 


Specialist’s Generous Offer. 

Extraordinary interest: has been aroused by the recent 
discovery of a new and simple home treatment which is 
completely curing Deafneesand head noises in a short time. 
Thousands of hopeless cases have already had their hearing 
restored in a few days FREE OF T.° 

If you are a sufferer, why not test this wonderful now 
discovery also without cost ? The Discoverer has arrange: 
to give 5,000 free treatments to bona fide sufferers. ‘I's 
get one, all you have to do is to send your name and 
address and mention this paper. 

This new remedy is easy and pleasant, does not in any 
way interfere with one’s ordinary occupation, and, morv- 
over, is guaranteed to be pve ney bem less, Write to-day 
(a rd will do) to Elmer Shir en pasate ante 769) 
6 Great James St., Bedford Row, London, W.C., and you 
will receive a free treatment by return. (Sanalak Ltd.) 


f DO YOU WANT | 


AMOTHER £1 A WEEK? 

Reliable persons will be provides with pro- 
fitable howe work on Auto-Kuitiers Ly 
hosiery manufacturera, Experience unneces- 
gery; distance immaterial. Write for tins. 
trat: d proapectuscontaining full particuurs 
and enclose Id. stamp for postage. 


GENZ, WHEELER & CO., 
\ (Dept. 12), 50 & 52 Belvoir Street. Leicester 
1.0.8. spare-time study gives you the practical, 


technical training that raises your sulary and 
makes you a success. Send a line for free infor- 


mation about the 180 different courses of postal 
training, to the International Correspondence 
Schools, 197/B39 Kingsway, London. 


cs 
STUDY. THE ADVERTISEMENTS, 


and when writing to Advertisers, mention 
“Pearson's Weekly.” 
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. boys an’ girls! 


WEEK ENDING 
Dec. 6, 1913. 


COMPLETE SHORT STORY. 


How a Husband, 
Whose Wife Left 


dering 
Until He Found 
Her. 


The Blow. 

A calm frost relentless and iron- 
In the distance the clang of city 
bells, ringing in the joys that would come to some, the 


CurisTuas Eve ! 
handed without. 


sorrows that were in storc for many. 

Alice Crewe sat over her sewing, and a tear dropped 
on the snow-white baby-clothes at which she was 
woiking. She was thinking of last Christmas—onl 
one short year ago—when she had joined her life with 
Beymour Crewe’s for better or worse. Alas! it had 
been for the latter. 

Seymour Crewe, the uperneie tenor, whose golden 
voice had won the heart of the le country maiden, 
had proved to be a drunkard ! alified, as far as 
his voice was concerned, to play leading réles, his vice 
kept him in the ranks of the chorus, and precariously 
a pa - Se th 

‘o-night he was singin the openi rformance 
of a pantomime at one oF the leading onic it was 
true, but tomime for Seymour Crewe, who 
confessed during their brief courtship his ambition to 
play leading parts in the beds cies masterpieces ! 

t was pitiful, but more pitiful still was the young 
wife’s nervous start every now and again, as some 
fancied sound suggested his return. ‘ 

Midnight! The bells rang on for a while and then 
stopped after one universal crash of welcome to 
Christmas. Alice Crewe rose wearily and tip-toed to 
their second room; they had but two. There lay 
their baby—their baby-boy—sleeping peacefully, 
happy in innocent oblivion. 

ark! What was that? She returned hastily to 
the sitting-room. A fumbling at the door below 
proclaimed the arrival of her husband. Then an 
uncertain step on the narrow stair, and Seymour 
Crewe stood swaying on the threshold. His handsome, 
dissipated faco was flushed, and his tawdry, fur-lined 
coat, the half-contemptuous gift of some great man 
who had felt a momentary gust of pity for the talented 
ecamp, hung awry on his shoulders. He gazed at his 
wife with lack-lustre eycs. 

* Hullo, m’dear!” he hiccoughed. ‘ Merr’ Chris’. 
maa!” Then he laughed foolishly. 

* Hush!” said Alice Crewe. ‘‘ Baby is sleeping.” 

Her husband threw out his chest and struck an 
exaggerated stage attitude. 

Ha, the child!” he exclaimed. “The future 
Caruso! I would hear him sing. Lead me to him.” 

Ho moved with ase Mg towards the door 
leading into the bedroom, but his wife glided before 
him and turning the key, thrust it into her bosom. 

“Will you have some supper, Sey?” she asked, 
striving to keep her voice steady. 

He stood regarding her with a frown. 
eos _ did you lock the door for?” he asked 

rsnly. 
= Don't be foolish, Sey!’ she replied, with seeming 
carelessness. ‘‘ How did the show go?” 

Her efforts to draw his attention from his purpose 
ecemed successful, and he ad into a chair. 

“Show,” he muttered vacantly. ‘‘ Wha’ show ?” 

“Why, tho Humming Bird—the panto.” 

The last word was unfortunate. It reminded the 
half-drunken man of his downfall. 
“Panto!” he cried. “ Bah! 
howling trash with a gang of 
Then he suddenly grew mau “But we had a 
cod time afterw: Dear boys and girls. They 
Ene that Seymour Crewe is s star among farthin 

candles. They stood me a bottle of the best, dear 


” 


I, Seymour Crewe. 
ouvert and ballet-girls!” 
in. 


e drooped drowsily for a few momente, and Alice 
Crewe hoped that he was going to sink into a drunken 
slumber, but all at once the thou ht of his child 
recurred to his bemuddled brain, and he rose with an 
obstinate look on his flushed face. 

“ Arty! I want Arty!” he said sullenly. “ Bring 
him out.” 

Alice Crewe's mouth set firmly. He should not 
Lory the child in his then condition if she could 

elp it. 

“No,” she said. ‘“ Be sensible, Sey. I told you 
baby is asleep.” Her heart beat quickly. She knew 
how obstinate the drink made him. 

“ Bring him out!” he repeated doggedly” . 

Hie wife made no reply, but set coffee and rosil on 


Bright amusing games to tickle the Kmas guest, 


‘ 


. 
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as table. Seymour Crewe swept it crashing to the 
oor. 

“ Curse your Gist * he exclaimed. “Give mc 
that key ! °—and he lurched towards her. 

“Sey!” oried his wifc breathlessly, her face white. 
‘ Are you mad?” 

He seized her roughly. She struggled with all her 

er. It was no use calling for aid. The only other 

mates of the house were a decrepit old cobbler and 

his invalid son, neither of them of any use in this 

emergency. Then Seymour Crewe struck the woman 

apes sworn to cherish, struck her brutally across the 
e. 

She staggered for a moment, more from the horror 
of the thing than from physical hurt, but her maternal 
instinct gave her strength to hurl him from her. His 
foot caught in an uptumed edge of carpet, and he fell 
heavily, striking his head against a chair. Alice Crewe 
stood ting, terror-stricken, her face scarlet where 
he had struck her. 

“OW, what have I done!” she whispered fearfully, 
and she knelt beside the prostrate form. 

“ Stunned—only ed!’ she murmured. 
“Thank Heaven!’ She bathed his brow with water 
and placed a cushion beneath his head. Seymour 
Crewe opened his eyes and regarded his wife vacantly. 

“Dear of boys an’ girls!”’ he muttered feebly. 
“ Goo’-night!"—and immediately relapsed into a 
come ae 4 dnd th ; 

ice Crewe stood and regar the ing form. 
And this was her girlhood’s hero! This pan wretch 
was the man whom her maiden heart had almost 
worshipped as an idol. Alas, she had found the feet 
of clay! How still it was! She heard some me 
revellers in the distance. There would be no merri- 
ment for her this Christmas! Happily, her parents 
were both dead. Perhaps had they been alive at the 
time of her miacsiags “ would have warned her. 
Yet would she have heeded their warning ?_ Probably 
nes Well, she had chosen, and she must abide by the 


result. 
Then a sudden wave of revolt anep over’ her, and 
the spot on her face burned like a flame. After all, 
why should she suffer the purgatory that lay in store 
for her did she cling to this dissipated ruffian? And 
her child! In one of his drunken fits her hushand 
might injure, might kill it. 

No, she would break the bond which united her to 
this life of horror. She would go and hide herself 
from this man. She would go now before he awoke. 
The world was wide, and there must be work for her 
in it somewhere. She took a sheet of paper from a 
drawer and wrote on it. 

*T havo left youfor ever. It will be best for both: 
I cannot bear that you should strike me agatn.— 
ALIcE. 

This she placed in an envelope and left on the tablo 
where he could not fail to sce it. Then she put on her 
long heavy coat and her hat, and, going to the outer 
door, listened breathlessly. All was still. She re- 
turned to the sleeping man and ica into his face. 

“« Good-bye, dead love ! ” she whispered tremulously. 
“ Good-bye, oh, foolish, foolish dream of happiness!” 
Then she crept into the bedroom and lifted out her 
baby, still sleeping soundly. She wrapped it, first in 
the warm blanket, then over all a shawl. She was 
ready. Extinguishing the light, she stole from the 
room and down the stairs, down the creaking stairs 
and out into the night. 

The biting cold made her catch her breath for a 
moment, and ehe drew her babe closer to her breast. 
Then, with one lock upwards at the clear stars, she 
went forth to seek a-kindlier destiny, to wrench from 
Fate, if possible, some little happiness denied her in 
the life now left behind for ever. 

Upstairs the sleeping man stirred uneasily. 


“Alice!” he muttered. “ Alice!”—and then 
relapsed into a deeper slumber. 
CHAPTER il. 


Remorse. 

Tux grey light of dawn was dimly fllumining the 
window w en BeymoureCrewo awoke. He passed his 
hand across his racking forehead and gazed stupidy 
about him. Where was he? What had happened ? 
Confound it! How his head throbbed. He had made 
another night of it, he supposed. Ah, he remembered. 
They had all adjourned to the Sock and Buskin after 
the show, and there had kept the Christmas Eve. 

He had a vague recollection of coming home, but 
at that point memory failed him, and any effort of 
thought just then wasagony. He raised himself care- 
fully on an elbow and looked around with bloodshot 
eyes. Why the deuce wasn’t he in bed? He must 
have been pretty far gone. 

“ Alice!" he cried huskily ; then again, with a rising 
note of irritation : ‘ Alice! *? Where was the woman ? 
He rose, steadying himself by the table. He was 
sober enough now, painfully so, and in an evil temper. 
Ugh! How bitterly cold it was! No light, no fire! 
A pretty home for a man of his ability! He went to 
the door of the bedroom and angrily flung it open. 

“ Alice, where are you?” he shouted, and, with a 
curious trick of the brain, the melody suggested by 
the words thereupon commenced to repeat tself in his 

(Continued on page 632.) 
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Wonders of a Small Fruit. 


Is it not obvious that the fruit which gives 
character to such a noble preparation as the 
Christmas pudding must be something more than 
ordinary? The Christmas panes the British 
Isles is world-famous—and justly eo. Imagine 


what it would be like without Currants. The 
mere suggestion mukes one shudder! That 


famous institution owes its fine flavour to the 
presence of Currants. Other well-known sweets 
similarly indebted are the mince-pie, the eccles 
cake, the Currant cake, and a host of others. A 
general principle that holds good under all cir- 
cumstances is that where there are Currants there 
is sweetness—and what a sweetness, what « 
charming caressing flavour is in the fruit! Of 
course the use of the fruit is most bencticial to 
health, to say nothing of the economy of it. The 
following seasonable recipes have been specially 
prepared by a leading expert in domestic cookery. 


Christnias Pudding. 

® lbs. raisins, 2 Ibs. currants, 2 lbs. flour, 2 Ibs. 
beef anet (chopped finely), 1 1b. breadcrumbs, 
6 eggs, 14 lbs. treacle, 1 teaspoonful ginger. 

Mutnop.— Warm the treacle and add toita 
gill of milk. Mix this with all the other ingre- 

ents thoroughly, the fruit being carefully pre- . 
pared bt Pour the mixtnre into greased 

sins or moulds, and boil from. four to six hours. 


Christmas Cake (rich). 
4b. butter, 3 Ib. Barbados sugar, 4 1b. flour, 
4 eggs, 14 Ibs. currants, 4 ozs. candied peel, } tea- 
spoonful mixed spice, grated lemon rind, essenve 
of almond, } teaspoonful salt, § teaspoonful car- 
bonate of soda, 1 dessertspoonful of milk. 


Metuop.—Cream the butter and sugar until 
yery light; heat in the eggs, one at a time 
alternately with the flour; then add all the dry 
ingredients and curbonate of soda dissolved in 
milk. Grease one 8-inch or two 6-inch cake tins 
and Jine with two or three thicknesses of greascd 

aper. Bake the large cake three and a half to 
‘our hours—the small cakes two to two and a hilf 
hours—in a very carefully-regulated oven. 


Minceiicat. 
Three large lemons, 3 large tart cooking apples, 
4 Ib. stoned raisins, 1 Ib. currants, 1 1b. nel 
chopped beef suet, 4 lb. moist sugar, 1 oz. minced 
candied peel, 1 gill rum or brandy, 2 tablespoon- 
fuls orange marmalade. 


Meruop.—Grate the rind of the lemons, 
squeeze out the juice and strain into a basin. 
Boil the remainder of the lemons in water until 
tender enough to Pr. Bake the apples and 

ulp them also. Add the remiining ingredients 
is the first pulp, and mix them all together, Fill 
the mincemeat into jars, cover each closcly with 
parchment paper and tie up. Keep in a cool but 
dry place and use as reqnired. 


Eccles Cakes. 

4 1b. short crust or puff paste, 6 ozs. currants, 
% teaspoonful mixed spice, 3 ozs. sugar, } oz. 
butter. 

MetHop.—Divide the paste into twelve pieces 
rolled oat, and cut into rounds of even size; mix 
the currants, sugar and spies together ; put about 
a dessertspoonful on each round of puste, a tiny 
bit of butter and a few drops of water. Moisten 
the edges, draw together over the top, flatten a 
little with the hand, turn over and roll very lightly, 
then place them in a baking tin and brusb over 
with beaten egg. Make three or four cuts 
(incisions) over the top; bake about twenty-five 
minutes. 
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THE SINGER AND THE SONG—(Continued frm page 631.) 
throbbing head with maddening persistency. He 
strode into the room in a mood for murder, then fell 
back in amazement. Empty! He returned to the 
sitting-room, and, with shaking hands, managed to 
t the lamp. Then he caught sight of the note. 

ith a fierce oath he tore it open and read. 
“1 have left you for ever. It will be best for 
both. I cannot bear that you should strike me 
3.” 


again.—. 

The paper fell from his fingers ahd fluttered to the 
floor. Strike her! Had he struck her? He knit his 
tortured brows in a vain effort of memory. Well, he 
supposed he must have done so. But couldn't she 
make allowances. She must have known that he was 
upset by the drink, or he would never have done that. 

Bereck her! Merciful heavens, no! His Alice! 

_‘ Seymour Crewe sank into a chair and buried his face 
* in his hands. Curse the drink! That it should have 
brought him to this! But where had she gone? 
Surely she meant -to come back? He picked up the 
note and read it over and over until every word wag 


burnt into his brain. 

No, she meant it. ‘For ever.’ He had lost her— 
and Afty, his baby. Of course she had taken Arty 
with her. Then the man broke down and sob 
pitifully. 

Suddenly bells rang out. Christmas morning! The 
bells were ringing in Christmas. And mingling with 
their chorus was that eternal melody which haunted 
his brain. 

“ Vowing to love me, Alice, whate’er might betide.” 

Yes, she had sworn that, and now he had driven 


her away! He must find her. He must bi her 
back! Yes, he would search, if it were t the 
wide world until he found her—her and Arty. And 


he would drink no more, for he loved her. Dear 
Heaven, yes, he loved her, and would crave her pardon 
on his knees, for what he had done. The theatre 
might go. He would have some food first, though 
Heaven kmew he had small appetite, then he would 


+g upon his pilgrimage. Searching, ever scarching 
‘or her. 


He would his way along as did the troubadours 
of old until he found her and held her in his arms once 
more. Then they would be ha: again, and all the 
sin and sorrow of the past be condoned. So, 

. Vowing, Seymour Crewe knelt and prayed as he had 
never done since, as @ white-robed chorister, he had 
filled his mother's heart with pride and joy and hopeful 
ambition for her son’s future. 

He rose with his head clearer, his eye brighter. 
Perhaps the tears had washed the fumes of liquor from 
his brain somewhat. He brewed himself strong tea, 
and made shift to eat a little. Then he searched the 
scantily furnished rooms and found a little store of 
money in a drawer. He left sufficient on the table to 

the week’s rent now due ; there were no arrears or 
kas, Alles Ocowe bea one te dken And, without 
arousing the cobbler who let the rooms to them, 

our Crewe went forth into the crisp, frosty air. 
His quest had commenced. ; 


CHAPTER IL 
One Year Later, 
“Satoon Bap” stood out in 
—- low of hyp he age the door was 
silhouetted t! t low of a rant who t 
close to the mh glow as Ghocgh: foe warmth. He 
thrust his face close to a narrow crack showing at the 
pet and sang. He had no accom; ing instrument 
and his voice shook with the co which gripped his 
very bones, yet there was a curious thrill, a jon 
of tragic feeling which arrested the attention, if not 
the Foe een of the revellers within. 
. !” exclaimed one wit. ‘‘ Shoo!" 
A burly man, half gone in liquor, threw open the 
door and earned the execrations of the more susceptible 


to cold. 
growled. 


e letters against 


Or 
line by the look of him.” 

The singer had come forward into the light and 
stood shivering before them. He wore an overcoat 
which had once been fur-lined, but was now almost 
bare. His crisp, curly hair was eget at the temples 
and his cheeks were sunken. Yet his eye was clear, 
and he even wore a collar. 

‘I would oblige you, gentleman, if I could,” said 
he, ‘ but I sing only ‘one song.” 

There was a roar of laughter. 

“He is like my aunt's gramophone!” cried the 
facetious one. ‘“‘ You want a few new records, old 
man!” 

Then the burly man intervened. 

“ Drink this,” he said commandingly, and held out 
@ glass of spirit. 

e vagrant turned a little whiter. 

“I—I thank you!” he faltered. 
meant, but a li 


was serving in behind the bar. Vagrants who 
— good things like hot whisky were. bad for 


“Very well! 
“ ’Ere 


fosth. 

“We have given en said the facetious man 
gravely, “ strictly on condition that you do not sing. 

ake no mistake about that. And you'll find a coffee- 
shop further down on the other side of the street.” 

“Thank you, sir! ’’—and the vagrant vanished. 

fies _ cpio ot 32 io _ eager —s 
ploug: way doggedly a un’ came to the 
shop. ‘Altee'a laces cap of seukling not dolies acid-& 
SS ee ae ee ee oe 

ly, and his face became less gaunt. He stood 
erect, a man again. ° 

“ Do you happen to know of anyone called Crewe— 
Mrs. Crewe—in this town ?”’ fle asked of the buxom 
woman who had waited upon him. : 

She knit her brows. 

“Crewe ? No, can’t say that I know the name.” 

“ Ah, thank you:!”’ ‘ 

The a heavily and went out into the 
night once more. Buttoning his ragged coat tightly 
and H sapoot: up @ muffler around his throat, he stepped 
off pavement and commenced to sing. 

“One year past, this even, 
And thou wert by my side.” 

His voice faltered momentarily, and some glanced 
at him curiously.. The fellow was drunk, no doubt, 
yet he could sing! There were a goodly number of 
people about, and it was Christmas Eve. Many 
coppers were dropped into the little tin cup which he 
carried ostentatiously in front of him, and once or 
twice silver bs mpeg white in the lamplight. The 
singer reached the end of the street. Here he stopped 
and counted his takings by the light of a friendly lamp. 

Five shillings and fourpence! Not bad for twenty 
minutes! Sufficient to procure a comfortable bed and 
a substantial breakfast in the morning—and even a: 
Christmas dinner on the top of that ! 

He half turned as a woman burried She wore 
& heavy fur boa about her neck, but the lamplight 
fell momentarily on her face as she passed, and the 


But the woman had not noticed him. He followed 
her down the dark road, and so rapid were her steps 
that he would inevitably have loas sight of her had 
she not tumed into one of the little gates. A brief 
gleam of ruddy light shone forth as a door was opened, 
= closed, and all was oor again, ee . 

vi t peered at the gate. brass te 
gleamed faintly. He struck a match and read the 
inscription : : 
Aticz BaRginetox, 

Teacher of Music, 
Piano, and Voiee.”’ 
Her maiden name ! 


Barrington t He had found 


x: 


" CHRISTMAS PESS: 


“ Wha’! ” he cried. ‘A lime-juicer! A blooming I = 
teetotaliser ! ae me at dinner table, but w ny end? » I ge 
‘“ You'd better skip!” observed the landlord, who ' to the dogs.” 


WEEK ENDING 
Dee. 6, 1913, 
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her! Fora few moments he murmured a thanksgivisy, 
then he lifted his voice and sang there in the snow a7 ij 
in the darkness as he had never sung before. 


CHAPTER IV. 


The Bells Ring Out Again. 
“ I've sought thee by lakelet, 
Ive sought thee by the hill, 
And in the pleasant wild wood 
When winds blew cold and chili.” 

The clear notes rose in the snowy night, and :,; 
wind buffeted them in the darkness, but still t',, 
singer sang on: 

“Oh, there, amid the starshine, 
Alice, I know, art thou!” 


The song ceased, and the ange stood trembili.» 
Ah face rew a deep breath. The door had open: | 
“ y ! ” - 


The voice was quivering as though with min:!: 
hope and fear. There was the rustle of a womai « 
dress as she ran downto the gate. 

a net deepal ic ‘ ' 

e vagrant s' into the circle of red liz).: 
which shone forth toca the open doorway. : 

“ Alicet” he said, with a catch of his breath, 

ys % Sey! It is you! Oh, thank Heaven!" 
and in% moment her arms were about him. 

“ Oh, Sey! My poor boy! I tried to find you. 1 
tried ; but they said you had gone away, no one kn>s 
whither!” 

“‘ You—you tried to find me? ” he repeated dazed! 

“Yes, yes! But you must not stand here. Come 
in, come in! You are shaking—and, oh, so altered!" 

She led him unresistingly into the house, and there, 
seated in an armchair by a welcoming hearth, he toli 
her all. How, when he found she had gone, he realised 
his baseness and felt overcome with shame and remorse 

“I determined to go forth singing that one sonz-- 
our song—until I found you!” said he. ‘ It should 

ance. Iw sing my way from town to 
town, from city to city, always hoping, always search- 
ing. Sometimes I well, oftener I did ill. I made 
inquiries everywhere, but always in vain. 

Someti I would come upon what I thought 
was a clue, hope would run high, and I would 
a at my best. Men came to me—rich men in furs 
and motor-cars, offering to find me a place in some 
theatre or opera-house. They offered m: gucd money, 
too. I refused them all. They called tay a dranken 
foo], but I have never touched drink : ince that night.” 

“ My se] Sey!” murmured Alice, stroking his 


“ Sometimes I was hungry,” he went on. “ Twice 
I have been ing—and cold, oh, so cold! And 
now I have found you at last. Oh, Alice, can you 
forgive me? I have sinned against you. I have 
ered for you. Tell me, dear, that you pardon me, 
and I will go forth again, but not to sing in the streets. 
My pilgrimage is over. I will start afresh. I have tho 
dresses of two or three of those men I spoke of. { 
will go to them and say: ‘I am Seymour Crewe. Give 
me my chance and leave the rest to me!’” 
She laid her hand —— yey 
“ Forgive you, ago.” 
He tenathel & ae of relief. His rap was lifted. 
“I have not done so badly,” she went on. ‘ As 
ou know, I have s good know of music, and I 
ee won & good connection’ even in this short timo. 
I have put by some money——” 
He rose from his chair. 


start 
may reform is complete.” 
He smiled for the first time, and it cut her to the 
heart the sadness of that smile. 
“When I have won my right place, then and then 
onty will I ask to take me back,” said he. 

“But you will not, you cannot, go away again to- 
night,” said anxiously. 

“No,” he replied pe “TI will stay to-night.” 

_“ And to-morrow—Christmas Day—and, oh, Sev, 

there is Arty. I had been out to buy him some toys.” 


The lines on the worn face softened. 
wate I had almost feared to ask. Is 
ew ” 

“Yes, quite; and, oh, such a big boy! He is 


Come and see him.” 


“ Christ- 


mas bells, Sey. They ri for and me, dear." 
He soot, De te hin aren. diel ie 


God, they 
sught else for you, if Seymour Crewe can help it.” 
win stood there whilst the bells rang on a while, 
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What a Treat 


after the two-step is over—to pop a Clarniro Lily Caramel 
in your mouth. Delicious cream, sugar and almonds, 
with a coating of lovely chocolate. Get a } |b. at 
once—they’re scrumptious. Ask for 


CLARNICO Lily Caramels 


The New Chocolated Ones. 


fi er | { See the name “ Clarnico” on the botlom of each Caramel. 
| 1 ra Made by Clasbe. Nicko!ls & Coombs, Ltd., endian 2 A 
sin sill! : un 


MISCELLANEOUS | Sy our Linodivet utepalen’ Plt. | Gaerne Height Increased. 


| 
c' Cloth for 14/-. t s By adopting my simple system youcan 
9 square yards of Cork Line, a pat inches on your height in three 
good quality, for 20/-. { | months. Wo apparatus, No medi- 
—_———— * \ o retained. 


square yards of Cork Lino, best Ly 
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FURNITURE POLISH (eters 


Cutlery, Cruets, Gramophones, Sewiny Machines, r week. Doscribe col 
Cycles. 2, L.& pe eehe Ooleurs N.R —Ladis 8 auould send three penny 


BVERYTHING SENT PRIVATELY, on quality, for u/-. 
roval, then if satisfied you pay monthly. Furs, Carriage Paid to any address. 
, Clothing, Rings, Bracelets, Watches, Clocks, Send 2/- with order, and 2/ 


| 
Lists free. State requirements.— o 4 required when ordering. | ae Sica area 
P’ Btores, Colebrook House, Finsbury Park, London, N, West Ardsley I.ino Co., ar. Wakefield. 5 stamps for wy, Height and Beauty 


A MARVELLOUS BARGAIN 
An English Hall-Marked £1 


Cochrane's Co., Vict Bridge, Manchester, 


“PILES CURED. €emple tube free. Gives 
immediate relief. Thousands of testimonials. Seven 
days’ free treatment offered to all sufferers.—Send two 
penny stamps for postage to Lombio Depot L, 18 Wells 
treet. Oxford Street, London, W, ______ 
GLOSS YOUR COLLARS'!—! seit ‘done without 
trouble by using “ REDFORD'S ‘PIGTAIL’ BRAND.” 
Fample for post-card.—E. Redford’s, 1 Liverpool, B. 
—FRBB.—Catalogue of amazing bankruptcy stock 
bargains in jewellery, clocks, fancy goods, etc. Christ- 
mas presents at half ordinary prices. — Heason’s, 18 
Livery Street, Birmingham. ______” 
YUN FOR BIXPENCE.—Ventriloquist’s Double 
Throat; fits roof of mouth, always invisible, astonishes 
and inystifies; sing like a canary, whine like a puppy, 
and imitate birds and beaste. Gd. each, four for L-.— 
Sydney Benson (Dept. T),239 Pentonville Rd,.London.N. 
BOOTS.—Save nearly 60% buying Factory direct. 
AGENTS WANED. W: te forlist, particulars,— British 
Boot Co., 142 Portland &quare, Bristul, 
£3,000 BTOCK. —Genuine sale Cycles, Tyres, 
Tubes, etc. Sale lists. — Gorton’s, Wolverhampton. 
MEN'S DARNING-PROOF SOCKS, in black. 
brown, heather mixtures, three pairs 2/11, a ag free; 


Silver Lever Watch for 


9|- DEPOSIT ONLY. Ca a a ate ed Orast®- 


camps, ir, is catalogue {rcee.— Bullock, @ Wear- 
airing erg aR Pt Re pe FOR A LIMITED TIME ONLY. ~“@ 


THE BRITISH SUPPLY STORES, the noted merchants 
of Cannon Street, Manchester, are making an extraordinary 
offer, and are placing before the public their celebrated 
50'- ENGLIS. HALL-MARKED SILVER LEVE& 
WATCHES at o especial Bargain price of £1, and, 
furthermore, in order to advertise their name and goods through- 
out the Kingdom, and also to enable everyone to come into 
possession of these splendid Watches, The British Supply Stores 
will send same, post paid and insured. to any part of the world, 
to all approved orders, upon FIRST PAYMENT OF 2(-. 
The balance of 18/- may be paid by instalments of 2/- PER 
MONTH AFTER THE RECEIPT OF THE WATCH. 
This offer should prove our confidence that you will be satisfied 
with this great bargain, and we allow you to enjoy the use of this 
splendid Watch while paying for same by small instalments. 

DO NOT DELAY. SEND YOUR ORDER NOW, as 
this special offer is only for a limi, 8 time, and you may mies the 
greatest bargain of your lifetime. s number of the Watches 
will be specially reserved, and the time extended for Foreign 
and Colonial orders. 

You run no riek with these Watches, as we fully guarantee 
every Watch to be a splendid timekeeper, and give a Signed 
Warranty for 10 Years. We also undertake to refund your 
cash in full if the Watch is not exactly as represented. 

Fill up this Coupon now and send at once, together with 
a postal order for 2/-. If the number of Watches we have re- 
served for advertising is exhausted by the time your order 


> Terms: 2/- DEPOSIT and 2 - MONTHLY. yeaches us, we will refund your deposit in full. 
THESE WATCHES are made in very A handsome present Is sent with watch if full cash is remitted. 
heavy, SOLID SILVER CASES, Govern- 


Xmas Cards, Gifts and Commissions to Customers, _ 


LATEST AND BEST FOUNTAIN PEN. 
—Victoria ‘* Mitre” Self-Filling, fitted with patent clip. 
Filled in a moment, non-leakahle, continnous flow; no 
trouble with separate Filler. Fitted with 14-carat solid 

ald nib, iridium point. British make throughout. 
Fun approval or money ‘returned. Post free, 78. 6d.— 

fetoria Pen Co., Birmingham. 


SLOAN-DUPLOYAN SHO RTHAND 
saves a year’s study, and produces hishest 6 le 
Handtook with lesson and specimen sent free.—Sloan- 
Duployan Headquarters, Dept. L., Ramagate. 

YOU CAN BARN })- an hour.— Full particulars 
ef employment, apply K., 89 Aldersgate Street, London, 


PRINTING. —1,0 Cards, Billhoads, or Memos, 26 
Famples Free.—Fred Jones, Aston Cro-r, Bir ingham. 
STAMMERERS should write for particulars of 
Relishle Home Cure to Egbert Barker, 3 Lime Grove, 
Flandsworth, Birmingham, who cured himself, Fees 
modeate. ares 
Gita MOPHONS.—>euinea handsome, hornless, 
fnlaid Sheraton cabinet, height 4ft., record curboard, 
completely enclosed, on wheels ; purchased April; with 
rda, £5 10x, Approval willingly.—3 Aubert Park, 


Publisher's first cost price for the 12, with envelo to fit, 
}.; 18forl4; or fort D.—Illustrated price list post 


FOR LONGEST LIFE and Light most Bright, 
Tnffo Minties Home Delight. 4 @ 1+, free.— 
Tulfo Mantle Co., 12 Laurence Lane, London. 

PISTOLA that stupefy only, 7/6. Rifles, Traps, 
Nets. Tricks, Puzzles, Surprises, etc, List free.—Ciyde 

BOD. p Btrest, Glasgow. __ 
“pRUNKARDS GURED. — Spredily, rma: 
nently, _secret'y. Trial fre> privately. — Carlton 
@hemical Co., 4, Birmingh2m. as 
“CHRISTMAS FUN. 1,0) Riddles, Joes, Old 
Fnilish_ Songs, Recitations, Card Conjuring Tricks, 
Home Gamer, Forfeits. List post free, 1,4.—White, 
Wholesale Publisher, Lincoln. _ 


REAL BETHLEHEM PEARLS, wonderful, 
pnique, unvreake® le, Price 26 Necklet. — The Vale 


Bupp'v Co., Evoaham. A , ’ rood? 
RLU $H1NG CURED.— Doctor famous recipe ment hall-marked, capped and fully jewelled Pearson's Weel'y, : 
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ea ee wis ee 
The Choice 
The Story of Await, — Who Would 


By VERNON RALSTON. 


Mr. Amos Rasy sat by his fireside com- ‘ ; 
fortably enjoying all the murders in his weekly newspaper. A 
timid knock came at the door. 

Mr. Raby looked up indignantly from the ge a of an 
eccentric gentleman's strange conduct in burying his mother- 
in-law in his back garden, and shouted impatiently, “ Come in!” 

Alf Birks came shyly into the room. 

“Good evening, Mr. Raby! I’ve been looking for you 
at the church. I thought you might have been there as the 
Christmas decorating was going on.” 

“You'll never find me there when there's decoratin’ goin’ on. All them 
young wimmen ’oo wants bein in corners don’t want me to see em. When a 
man’s a church official like me, Alf, ’is first duty is. to be discreet. I’m not goin’ 
to ’ang about there in the cold for no man. Now what do you want with me?” 

“You know a good deal about marrying, Mr. Raby ? ” 

“There's not a man in England knows more. I’ve givenasend off to every 
couple from the parish church this forty year. Whi, the vicar—he don’t know 
no about marryin’ along of me. He ain’t been in the business twenty year.” 

“That's why I want to ask you something—you being such a wonderful 
experienced man, Mr. Raby.” 

* You ey well say that. I've seen a*bridegroom nigh fainting because 
the thought ‘is bride warn’t going to turn up, and I’ve seen er chasing ‘im down 
their garden with a frying pan before the year was out. Aye, matrimony’s a 
open hook to me. Now, are you thinking of getting married, Alf’? ” 

“ Well, it’s this way, Mr. Raby. I wants to marry one of the three Bulwell 
girls, and I can’t rightly make up my 
mind which.” 

“The law ought to be altered,” 
said Mr. Raby solemnly. ‘‘ There ain't 
enough men to A> round in this village. 
Now if you could only marry all three 
of °em—separate weddings o’ course, and 
me to be Liey: ore? ved make 
you ’appy, t ’appy, and me ’appy. 
There's lot to be sell for this tor. 
monism as long as Seople dén’t m: a 
batch at once and do me out 0’ my fee. 
Now if I'd a bit o’ baccy I'd think over 
ye Nook tid Uberty oF bring! 

“ t ° you 
a few cigars as it’s nigh Christie,” said 
the youth. : ; 

Mr. Raby took the envelope, lit acigar 
with difficulty, and puffed luxuriously. 

‘Well, which o' these Bulwell girls 
does you like cuddling best?” he 


Alf Birks scratched his head. ‘“‘ Well, : 
ou see, it’s this way, Mr. Raby, when 
*m cuddling one of ’em I’m always a-wishing I was cuddling one of the other two.” 
“Then which of ’em’s the best-tempered ? ” 
“ Well, that'll be Mary, but she’s the worst-looking.”” 
‘* Which of ’em’s the cook ?” 
“‘That’s Jane, but she’s not as good-tempered as Mary nor as good-looking 
as Mabel.” 
“* Suppose you was on a desert island, which one 'd you like to ’ave with you ? ” 
. “I know you'll think it dreadfully weak of me, Mr. Raby, but I’d want the 
one I ’adn’t got with me.” 
“You're a born Turk, that’s what you are, Alf. That's your trouble. Just 
* fet me think it over for a minute. Ah, I s’pose you'll be at the parish Christmas 
Eve party in the schoolroom to-morrow night ? ” 
Yes, I’ve promised the girls I’m going with them.” . : 
“I'll settle it for you there, Alf. I'll show you just the one of ’em you really 
want. I’ve got a plan. Now you go away and leave me, and if you be eo mi 
as to b: me some more cigars for the New Year I'll not be them.” 
The schoolroom the next evening was a scene of unusual splendour. Eighteen 
pecavere of crinkled paper hung on the walls. Pink and green wishes for a 
erry Christmas and a Bright New Year faced one everywhere. Two plant 


Alf Birks 
came shyly into the room. 


and three occasional tables had been brought from the Vicarage to make the 
ecem homelike. & fi 


In one corner there were piles of exanges and bags of nu’ 

the juniors. In another, heaps of fat 
ham sandwiches and coffee urns for the 
seniors. Holly was stuck everywhere, 
there was a profusion of evergreens, 
but the curate had said that they must 
draw the line at mistletoe on ecclesi- 
astical premises. 

The vicar and the curate stood at 
the door to welcome the guests. Mr. 
Raby mounted guard over the nuts and 
oranges to prevent raids by savage 
juveniles, and soon the guests began to 


appear. ‘ 
One of the first arrivals was Mr. Alf 
Birks escorting the three Misses Bulwell. 
“Ah, Birks,” said the vicar 
cheerily, “ glad to see you escorting e 
sie — Laer: sign.” 
vicar lanced smilingly at 

feaded 7. 


S Mary Bulwell who the party 
; ne of the first ar. “ Beggi out pardon, ‘air,’ 
rivals was Mr, Alfre Dirks, terrupted Me. "Birks! “bub r ba 


escorting the three Misses Bulwell, bringing a) three of them.” 


This beat uumber of HOME NOTES 


* nuts, and a hail of shells flew from one side 


WEEK ENDING 
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The four went away and seated themselves in a secluded corner under » 

motto, “‘ What is home without a mother.” 

her parties came in gradually. All seated themselves as far as possil,!s 
away from anybody else. became stiff ind unnatural aa if they had been 
starched on entering the room. The juniors congregated in the vicinity of M:. 
Raby, who stood ready to make an example of the first child who rushed fur 
an orange. 
“ A carol!” cricd the vicar, ‘‘ We'll start with a carol to awaken the proper 
Christmas spirit.” ‘ 

The children, with reluctant eyes on the nuts, were forced into singing “ Gul 
rest ye, merry gentlemen.” = 

‘Now, now,’ whispered the vicar to the curate, “‘ we must galvanise them 
into life somehow. Suppose you do a few conjuring tricks to remove the stiffness.’ 
The curate did divers tricks with a penny in which the audience took a slee;,y 
interest. It was not till he began to juggle . 
with an egg and dropped the egg on his 
trousers that there was the least approach 
to enthusiasm. 

“Encore !*’ shouted two or three 
daring spirits as the curate rushed out of 
the room to change his apparel. 

The vicar stepped nobly into the gap, 

ve a little speech on the jollity of 
and distributed nuts to the 

oungsters. Thcn the deadly silence was 
broken for there was a vast cracking of 


of the room to the other. 
But there was no stirring the adults. 
The vicar strove to get up games, but 
rs sat in a state of social paralysis. 
Even when the curate returned and asked 
for volunteers for “ shy widow,” there was 
no response. It was at that moment that 
Mr. Raby saw Alf Birks seated by his three 
flames and remembered the experiment he 
proposed to make. He slid quietly into 
the passage and, reaching 1 
turned off the gas. 

There was a general exclamation of surprise. Then came a laugh in onc corner 
of the room, a loud smack as if of a kiss, and a louder smack as if some daring 
ewain had received a fair hand across his fece. A s-uffling began in the corner 
where the hobbledehoys and maidens sat, and the juniors made one wild ruch 
for the oranges. 

“ Raby, Raby!” oried the vicar. ‘“‘ Get lights at once. Who's got matches?” 

“ Right, sir!”’ came the voice of Mr. Raby. ‘It’s been turned off ut the 
main, sir. If f catch the young rascal!” 

Tho next-moment the gas was turned on again. The air of stiffness eccinest 
to have vanished from the assembly. Mr. Raby noticed with satisfaction that 
the curate had taken Alf aside and was having a heated conversation with him. 

“ Caught him a-kissing,” thought Mr. Raby. 

Bat the little dark interlude had been the making of the party. Instantly 
the games begantogo. No more had tho vicar and the curate to beg for voluntcers. 
The fun soon became fast and furious. How long it would havo lasted no ono 
can say if Mr. Raby, who corps it was quite time he should lock up the school- 
room and get round to the Bull before closing-time, had not whispered to the vicar: 

* You'll excuse me mentionin’ it, sir, but two or three o’ the parents expressed 
a ’ope it'd not be kept on late, else they’ve such worry gettin’ their familics to 
church on Christmas morning.” 

“ Quite right, Raby, quite right. I commend you for reminding me. Now, 
my friends, we'll finish the evening with ‘Good King Wenceslas.’ ” , 

As the guests moved-away Mr. Raby whispered to Alf Birks, “You give thom 
girls the slip as soon as you can and come round to the Bull.” 

Alf Birks nodded knowingly as he collected the girls’ cloaks. 

Mr. Raby locked up the schoolroom and hurried to the Bull. 

“* Been to the party, Mr. Raby ?” inquired the landlord. 

‘* Aye, I’ve been doin’ a bit of what I call pallosphising. Young Alf Birks 
couldn’t make up ’is mind which o’ them Bulwell girls he really wanted to 
marry, 80 I’ve been settling it for’im. Gimme a pint.” 

‘ And how did you manago that ?” 

“ Well, between you an’ me an’ the bedpost I see ’im sittin’ on a chair opposite 
"em all so I turns the gas off for a minute or two and gives him a chance. The 
one he rushed to kiss Rose tly the gas was off is the one he wants. You see I've 
let ‘uman nature decide it for ’im. 

“ Sup he never kissed none o’ them,” said the landlord. 

“Well, he ain’tfit to be married.” 

Just then Alf Birks hurried in at the door. 

“*T’ve settled it for you,” cried Mr. Raby. 

“ You're hacky, young man, to ’ave ai a mind like that a-working for you,” 
declared the landlord. 

“T knows just which you want, Alf. Now when 1 turns the gas off at tho 
panty of them did you kiss ? ” 

. Birks hesitated somewhat. 

“He's been a sport and kissed the lot!” cried the landlord. 

“TI didn’t,” replied Alf Birks, 

“* Alfred,” Mr. Raby solemnly, 
“tell me ’oo you kissed. We're all frie 
‘ere. Don’t you be shy. I ’eard a distinc’ 
smack over your way. Now the one you 
jumped to in the dark is the one you 
wane Wall T Kissed, I. kissod — 

iT 6 * ” hesi- 
tated read yout . 

“Out wi i yo feller!"? said 
the impatient : a 

“You see it was pitch dark,” said 
Aif Birks feebly. +i 
‘ 7 You know ’oo you kissed. Your 
eart ded you,” said Mr. Raby. 

ad Well, there seemed a bit o’ moring 

on, and it was a minute before 
make up y mind. And the L 
makes a og ee 

“Which ?"’ cried Mr. Raby, s 
the counter impatiently. aia 

“T ki the curate!” 


ft was not till the curate droppel 
or a tap * the eg that there was the least sign uf 
. = excitement, 


“I kiesed the curate,” said Alf, 
“Offers free.pathemaof. babies!.coats. 0... cannon. 
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‘IN CASH 


£800 ris 


Grand Xmas and New Year's 


KEPHALDOL 


Word-making 


COMPETITION 


Everyone can com- 
pete in this pleasant 
and instructive Com- 
petition,and everyone 
has anequal chance 
of winning a big cash 
prize. No special 
literary ability or 
anything of that sort 


XMAS NIMRER, SSMetoe 
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"THERE is 
only one 
cheap watch 
worthy of 
your confi- 
dence—it is 
the Guar- 
anteed 


TT OO LLLLLLLLLMA MALLU bbbbbbbbbbbd 


1,061 Cash Prizes 


Ist Prize £300 
2nd , £100 


3rd Prize £50 75Prizesof £1 
4th ,, £25 200 ,, . 10/- 
5th , £10300, . 5/- 
6th ,, £5 480 , . 2/6 


14,000 progressive 

British dealers sell 

Ingersolls ; 

Otbers may try to sell you 86 

a prettler watch that won't 

keep time—beware ofthem. 
If you cannot obtain a 

genuine In ersoll locally, 

write us. Do not accept 

a substitute. 


ECLIPSE 66 JUNIOR 8/6 
MIDGET 8.6 


YT LLL ULLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL 


Illustrated Booklet FREE. 
ROBERT Hi. INGERSOLL 
& BRO. 


Competition Closes December 15th. 


ee. F aes 
All Prizes Paid January 3rd. 288 Audrey House, London, E.C. 


required. All you have fx 

to do is to write down all the words you can N 

. . S 

make from the twelve letters contained in the [ ESS 
two words “Try Kephaldol.” You simply have “VORTEX? : The Ohild's Delight | 
A mont aang 7g f pcetage. a. 

to make as many words as you can. Only oA Bia ender mentions tRAMOR® _ 

‘ WEEKLY will rec-ive th ee extra 


ficures for tho game FREB. Send 


ordinary English words to be foundin English A) iso"penny, tate, for, ttustrated 


. . . Mol Tr ames. els, etc., and 
B Dictionaries to be used, for exampté—The— f cae eee aa, | 
1 Hold—Doll—Hat—Trophy. Proper names— J 1 ring Bercet, aston, W, 


$ : . —S — 
i.e., names of persons and places—not allowed, ff | A.B.C. GUIDE to STOCK EXCHANGE. 


(44th Edition). 


k Excha ti t zh] . 
RULES AND CONDITIONS OF COMPETITION plained, also ov Siow to Open Bn 
: account with limi risks. ow to avoid 


1. The Prizes will be awarded to thecom- 6. In case of a tie for any one prize, the 
petitors sending in the longest lists of amount will be divided equally. No person 
correct words. will be allowed to take more than one 
2, With each list must be sent the outer prize. 

a carton (cardboard case) which has con- 7. All lists must be sont (envelopes 
taineda tube of Dr. Stohr’s KEPHALDOJ, marked ‘‘Competition”’) to Kephaliol 
THE GREAT PAIN KILLER, as sold by Ltl., Rephelito House, Norwich Street, 
all chemists. (Sample cartous will not be London, E.C., and be reccived not Inter 
accepted.) than noon December 15th, 1913, when 
8. No letter to be used oftener in any one Competition closes. 
word than it agpears ia the words ‘Try 8, The Prizes will be awarded by a Com- 
Kephaldol ’—thus the letter Y must not mittee of three well-known business men 
be used more than once ina word, whilst (in no way connected with Kephaldol). 
the letter L can be used twice inany word, whose names will be ublished, with list of 
but not oftener. winners, in the Dai!y Mail and Daity Sketch 
4. All lists must be clearly written and on January 3rd. 
plainly state total number of words and = 9. The decision of the Committee on all 
competitor's name and address. matters concerning the Competition must 
5. No ong either directly or indirectly em- be accepte:l as final and legally binding in 
ployed 4 or connected with Kephaldol all respects, and acceptance of this rule is 
will be allowed to compete. an express condition of entry. 


Broker’s commissions. Contains highest and 
lowest sales for last 15 years. Gratis from YOU'LL need a hobby 
Publishers: = for the winter evenings. 
FARROW, GRAHAM Co. Here’s the very thing 
29 Bank Street, Manchester. Fretwork. 


FITNESS 


In men of all ages. Why not write for my free Book 
and get fit by the standard, scientific method ofcuring 
NERVOUS EXHAUBTION, LAC OF VIGOUR, 
WASTING, DEBILITY, VARICOCELE, etc. Easy, 
gafe, ample. No stomach medicines, may netism, or 
electricity. No fatiguin ph sical, exercises or strict Absolutely Frees cops 
Gietrules, nochange ot habits, loss 0 me or occupation, ‘ . 
Cutan assured restoration for all men. Fee what co red Bane dealing wit 

atientesay, I send the book and 1,000 testimo' a +» also some 8) 

lope for Zetamps postage. Mention Sheets, &c. Send 1d. stamp to cover postage. 


this paar An J-LBIOM, oandne Creme owsl! “© | HOBBIES LTO: of-), DEREHAM. 


Ne correspondence will be entered into in connection with this Competiticn. 


iStehrs Kephaldol 


Isa positive pain-killer. It is guaranteed to relieve pain 
and to give rise to no after unpleasantness. It is quick 


ineffect and ABSOLUTELY HARMLESS, and cures BEDDING INSTALM ENTS 


Neuralgia Sciatica Headache Rheumatism SEND 1i/- ONLY! 


e,e . and we ecnd this Splen lid Bale of Bedding to all Approved Customers. The Greatest Bargain inthe 
= % - Bale of h-class Bedding for a Guine which can be paid for at 2'- per Month, cont inin, 

Lumbago Neuritis Influenza All Nerve Pains apd re Sad ie a iignelam Bedding tora Grunce qian Pepa inp at ath ue One Spent 

oa % ry ii Heather.coloured Blanket, One Pair ¢ ot Fine Twill Sheets. One Lovelg colouret | Gounternane, (assorted 

Hy - = s ce: re ite Honeycom milt (kno! rin 6 e 2 ° 

t Ladies find Kephaldol positiv ely unique as a pain-relever. er tate, Pair of White Pillow Slips (beaatifhlly uilt mnotted tringeted ant One Full-sised 

Rimulation Eiderdown Pure Wadded Quilt, C 


: 


{ 


eee 


; I aig e against P.O, from wr ; I-size Double Bed, 21- ALL. Packed F d sent id t 

Sold by all Chemists at 1/1} and 2/9, or post free ag i Wt Gedcom ye a vapeent of OSE SH LGLING, The Beane Sent] map fe ale aft 
PHALDOL HOUSE, NORWICH ST., LONDON, E.C. jnetalments of 2)- per MOS TH, alter you have ved and examin aes nd 1j- to-day. 

KEPHALDOL LIMITED, KE THE LANCASHIRE CLOTHING CLUB, 


(Desk A Heavy Goods Dzpt.) Accrington Road, Burniey. 


Royal Icing. 


cakes with a knife dipped in hot water. 
icing for the Xmas Cake. 


Mix one pound of caster sugar with three- 
quartcrs of a pound of ground almonds, break in 
two or three » according to size, and add two 
teaspoonfuls ofece, Mix into a firm paste, dust 
with sugar, and roll out to size of cake. Place 


on top and press down firmly. 
Stuffing for the Turkey. 


Chop half a pound each of Jean and fat pork 
finely, mix them with four ounces of breadcrumbs, 
and a large teaspoonful of minced sage, a blade of 
powdered mace, and salt and pepper to taste. Mix 
all together with an egg, and stuff the turkey. A 
flavouring of lemon-peel may be added, and pork 


Sausages used instead of the pork. 


Hard Sauce free sauce is now the fashion for 


serving with the Xmas pudding), 


Take a quarter of a pound of butter and whip 
ually six ounces of caster 


it to a cream, adding 
sugar. Beat till very light and frothy, then add, 
one at a time, the whites of twoeggs, and beat until 
all is like whipped cream. Then place on one 
side in a cold place to harden, when it will be ready 
to serve with the pudding. 
Mincemeat with Beef. . 
Take one pound of suet, a teaspoonful of salt, 
a quarter of an ounce of mixed spices, one nutmeg 
grated, one pound of raisins, one pound of sultanas, 
one pound and a half of currants, one pound of 
apples, three-quarters of a pound of rump steak, 
& pound of mixed peel, a quarter of a pint of 
a and half a pat of Madeira wine, half a 
of sugar, and the juice of four lemons. 
the suet, wash the currants and sultanas, 
core and chop the apples with all the other 
i nts, except the currants and the wine 
and brandy. en mix all together, place in 


jars and tie down with grease-proof paper, which tt 


must be made quite air-tight. 
The Xmas Cake. 


-chopped, half a nutmeg grated, and a aaa 
a mel ie Dredge in one pound 
of » previously mixed with two teaspoonfuls 
of baking powder. Pour into well papered and 
buttered tins, and bake for two hours and a 
half. These quantities make two large cakes. 


THREE WEEKS OF BACKACHE. 


7 Mix two pounds of icing sugar with the whites 
of four eggs and the strained juice of half a lemon. 
Mix with a wooden spoon, and spread over: the 
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DAINTY CHRISTMAS RECIPES. 


HAD A HAT-PIN-CUT ? 
Tus hat-pin problem has beer solved. 


shop or stores. 
- It is done by 


sniping off the end of the pin. 
in the 


the superfluous 
end, while a thi 


turn puts on a fresh polish. 


cut to fit the hat. 


the present fashion of small hats set in. Long hat- 


pins are relics of last year or the year before, when 


the large hat reigned. 


1. The beef suet should be finely chopped or passed 
th h a mincer. 

2. Dried and sifted. 

8. Bake in the oven to a golden brown. 

4. These should be chopped and baked to a golden 


wn. 
5. Finely shred the candied orange and lemon peel. 


6. The rind of the two fresh lemons must be finely 
chopped and passed through a mincer. 
7. Raising must be stoned and the currants carefully 


“For three weeks my back was so bad that I | **#ed 


“TI began fo think I should have to give up 
work altogether, for my back was getting worse 
and worse all the time. There was sediment, and 
a ecalding pain in relieving @he kidneys, No 
matter what I tried, it left me just as as ever, 
and I was feeling about as wretched as I could be 
when it occurred to me to try Doan’s backache 
kidney pills. 

“Surely enough my back was better after even 
a few doses, the sediment cleared, and before lon 
there was no backache at all. It is becauge § 
feel what Doan’s pills have done for me they can 
do for others that I give this recommendation. 

; (Signed, *‘ W. Field.” 

When the kidneys are ill the whole body is 
being slowly poisoned. Thut is why kidney com- 

laint is so serious, and why it often ends fatally. 

oan’s buckache kidney pills cleanse and pai 
beal the kidneys, and so cure the cause of kidney 
trouble, backache, rheumatism, dropsy. piace, 
languor, weakness and unnatnral drowsiness. 

20. 9d. a box, six boxes 13s. 9d. Never sold loose. 
Of all chemists, or from Foster-McClellan Co., 8, 
Wells Street, Orford Street, London, W. Don't 
ask for backache or kidney pills, ask for Doan's 
backache kidney pills, the same as Mr. Field had. 


The Christmas NOVEL, now on sale, 


8. Finely chop the dates and figs. : 
9. The | gg must be stewed for one and a half hours 
in one and a i 


10. Beat and mix the eight with the liquor from 
tho stewed pranes while the’ latter te still Reco 


the pudding for twelve to fourteen hours, 


A WASHING DAY HINT. 

WaeEn you find yourself without a wringer on 
Me washing days, 
477 ef = LE adopt the ea 
‘es wi illustrated inthe 
accom panying 
picture ; you will 
find it an excel- 

lent substitute. 
Fix two 
bracketsover the 
. Sink and placea 
rod on them 
similar to those 
used for roller 
towels. You 
| then place the 
clothes over the 


This, Pe will find, answers oo quite 


as We! 


If a man wants his hair cut he has only to walk 
into the nearest barber's. If a woman wants a 
hat-pin-cut she can now get it at the nearest big 


og es ingenious og meshing that 
makes the hat- peal s i the t by 

: e pin se lnaantes 
machine. One turn of the handle cuts off 


iece, another sharpens the new 


, Most of the big London shops have this machine 
in use, both for stray customers worried about 

rotruding pins and for customers who have just 
Bought & hat and want pins to suit. The pin is 
chosen, the hat measured, and the selected pin 


A famous milliner recently decla¥€d that the hat- 
pin fiend would soon disappear if she realised that 
the long hat-pin gave her away to everyone as 
being behind the times, as it plainly shows that 
the wearer has bought no new pins since before 


All other mags. 


WEEK ENDING 
Dec, 6, 1913. 


When Making Horseradish Sauce for Beef, 
_. Use conde: milk with the vinegar. i 
makes a most piquant blend. 
Whe the jas Cake, 
"Base the Tcandicd peek th 
machine. The flavour of the cake will be gr. 
improved. 
When Chopping Suet for the Xmas Pudding 
Or mincemeat, sprinkle the knife with a [. 
ground rice. This will prevent it from stickinz 
the blade. 
erving the Puddi 
wena 6 Iie bate aad <6 Tlie ain 
first be heated in a spoon till it lights, and thon 
be poured into the dish, 
e Cooking a Duc 
sa Mix a ttle salt ana paper together ona; 1. > 
and rub the inside and outside of the duck with :1. 
This makes the skin crisp. 
e i i at 
“ But alt ps a roe Aarig through the mincing 
machine. This makes the mincemeat much dark, 
and gives a better flavour. 

ii Inese Lanterns 
oe ninoe a little sand ot 
the bottom of each. This prevents them from 
turning over and catching fire. 

Are You Fond of Babies? . 

so, you simply must read the Special Baliy 
articles in this week’s number of Homer Nort.-. 
There is one in particular you will enjoy, “ Ie i: 
Our Child,” the first of a capital series, Buy a 
copy to-day. 


How to Roast the Turkey. 
Dress and Stuff 
The bird, then fasten a sheet of buttered paj cr 
over the breast. 
About Fifteen Minutes 
Before serving, remove the paper ani drvi!yo 
the turkey lightly with flour. Put a piece of 
S butter into the basting ladle, and, as the butter 
melts, baste the bird with it. 
How to Choose a Turkey. 
Norfol\ 
Turkeys are génerally considered the best. 


One with smooth black legs and wattles of 
a bright red. 
Avo:d , 
* Those with long hairs and flesh of a vivlct 
tint. 
Toc T 
° Weishing ion pounds requires about two hours. 
Cock = 
. Turkey should be chosen for roasting and 
a hen for boiling. 


REVEALS COMPLEXION SECRET CF 
THE SPANISH. 


Lapy Tetis How Tuey Keep THerr YouTHEUL 
CoMPLExiIons, Even At Sixty, 


“As a young girl,” writes one of our reader: 
“T always had a nice clear and delicately-tinte | 
complexion, but on reaching the age of thirt. 
it changed completely. The chilly winter wind- 
and rain made my skin rough and dry—my fac: 
used to burn and smart horribly after the slight. 
est exposure to frost or cold. felt very worriel 
to see the dreadful change that was taking plac 
About this time I went for a trip abroad, iu! 
while travelling in the sonth of Spain, becam: 
intimate with an elderly Spanish lady. 
ing how proud the Spanish girls are of thei. 
lovely skin, and hoping she could help wwe, I tol! 
her of my trouble. She advised me to obtain tw. 
ounces of rose water, one dram tincture o! 
benzoin, and two ounces of ordinary flowers of 
oxzoin from the chemist, which, she said, I cot:!! 
mix myself, and after shaking well, apply it wii!: 
a soft cloth or spenge. She stated that he: 
Soly had used this lotion for years, and yowed :' 
would quickly restore my complexion. I applicd 
the lotion as she told me, and the result wi: 
surprising. In two days I saw a great difference. 
The skin was losing its roughness, the dry, tig!it 
feeling was easier, and the ing ceased 
al her. © After four days’ use the change was 
wonderful. My skin had regained its smoothness. 
the pores were no longer coarse, and my com- 
= had grown younger before my very eyes. 

gular nse of this splendid recipe has kept my 
complexion beantifal for thirty . It is 
inexpensive, delightful to use, and so effective 
that it cannot fail to please anyone who tries it.’ 


Know- 


puts in the pa’‘e. 


CHRISTMASSY HOME HINTS. 


peel through the min’ ; 


Aas z= 


—_— aa a at 
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£20 


ORIGINALLY INVESTED 
IN OIL NOW WORTH 


637 


£8,000 


COAL SHARES leap from 5d. to £77. 


An Exceptional Opportunity to Acquire Shares in a Sound Enterprise with Every Prospect 


of Handsome 


OIL. 


The following table (taken from Stock Exchange 
Records, where securities are listed) shows what a 
fow shrewd investors made by taking advantage of 
the early offering in the California field. 
£20 originally invested in Pinal Oil Company 
is now worth £2,400 Os. Od. 

£20 originally invested in Lucile Oil Company 
is now worth £3,000 Os. Od. 

£20 originally invested in Home Oil Company 
is now worth £8,000 Os. 0a. 

In California a 40-acre tract in the proven oil 
district is worth up to £1C0,00). 

The Nakamun Company, of whom further 
details are given below, has control of 60 such 


40-acre tracts. 
COAL. 


Again, shares in the Crows Nest Pass Coal Co., of 
British Columbia, were offered a few years ago at 
fivepence each, and were sold recontly at £77 each. 

The Nakamun Company control 960 acres of 
Coal lands on which two seams, each 6 feet 
thick, have been proven. 


ASPHALT. 

Asphalt, or Tar Sand, is a product for which there 
is a crying need all over the world. But especially 
in the ewift-growing new cities of Western Canada. 
At present Asphalt has to be imported from 
Trinidad, or from far California. Treightage is 
ruinous, Edmonton itself, one of Western Canada’s 
largest and fastest growing cities, wants at this 
moment 600,000 square yards of asphalt paving. 
At 2 shone every ounce has to be imported. 

very other largo Canadian city is in a similar 


plight. Asphalt is THE material for paving. 
Nothing approaches it in any of the qualities 
de for a good, smooth, durable paving. The 


whole world is a market for this product. 


A RICH DISCOVERY! 


And row—at the very moment when the need of 
ft is most keenly felt—when the demand is at its 
height—comes the great discovery! An exception- 
ally rich mine of asphalt has been discovered at the 
very door of Edmonton herself, 38 miles from the 
city boundaries! 

The Nakamun Company controls 2,400 acres 
of land in the Athabasca Valley, the whole of 
which is believed to be underlaid with an 
immense thickness of Asphalt. 


THE RARSBUN oo & OIL 
0. 


Tho Company is incorporated under the laws 
of Alberta, Canada. The holding of shares 
involves the Shareholders in no further liability. 
The authorised capital of the Nakamun Asphalt 
and Oil Company Limited is 1,200,000 dollars 
(say £240,000) divided into 1,200,000 dollar (say 
4s. 2d.) Shares. 

There aro no Debentures or Preference Shares ; 
the whole profits of the undertaking will be 


available for division among the holders of these Fis 


Ordinary Shares. 


OIL FUEL FOR THE NAVY. 


Ottawa, July 25.—If the Dominion of [& 
Canada is to contribute towards the 
supply of the oil fuel for the British Ad- 
miralty in furtherance of its scheme for 
operating warships by that method, the tar- 
sands ofthe Athabasca river will be the princi- 
pal source, in the opinion of James White, 
deputy head of the Conservation Committee. 

“Tf the tar-sands of the Athabasca mean 
anything,” said Mr. White to-day, “ it is that 
below them are immense quantities of 
petroleum.”— Extract from “Edmonton Daily 
Bulletin,” July 26th, 1913. 


Mr. Douglas, Acting-Mayor of Edmonton, in Octoler, 
1912, publicly laid down a portion of the roadway at the corner 
of J rand Namayo Avenues, Edmonton, with asphalt sup- 

od from the mine of the Nakamun Asphalt and Oil Company 

td. After nine months’ hard wear the matcrial has proved in 
the very best possiblo manner how admirably adapted it is for 
the purpose of paving public thoroughfares. 
Mr. A. J. Lattornell, City Engineer of Edmonton, writes, 
on June 27th, 1913, to the Nukamun Asphalt and Oil Co. Ltd. : 
“The Nakamun Asphalt laid on the corner of Namayo and 
Jaspor Avcnuesisat the present time in satisfactory condition.” 


Guiding the Sinking of the 18-in. oil pipe at Nakamun. 


THE ASPHALT. 
‘““THE GREATEST ASPHALT DEPOSITS THE WORLD 
HAS EVER KNOWN.” 

Statement by, Mr. J. H. Russell, of Edmonton. The 
Asphalt of the Nakamun Asphalt and Oil Comyany Ltd. is 
situate 38 miles from the Citv of Edmonton, covers an area of 
2,400 acres, at a depth below the surface of only 3 to 26 feet, 
and is of an estimated thickness of 150 feet. 

The Company has control over 2,400 acres of 
Asphalt and Oil land in township 66, range 
2, west of the 5th meridian, 38 miles north- 
west of Edmonton and 11 miles from the 
Canadian Northern Railway. On this property 
the Company has found Asphalt. This Asphalt, 
being a residue of Oil, is forced up from the 
great Oil basin beneath by the action of the 
earth in the form of gas, and settles in the 
sandstone-cap, thus creating an article of 
very great commercial value. 


STRUCK OIL!!! 

A cable has just been received (Oct.14th), from the Nakamun 
Asphalt and Oil Company Limited, of Edmonton, which proves 
tho existence of oil in Alberta, Western Canada :— 

Cablegram reads :— 

“* Oil ha n struck at Cal mmercial quan- 

ities. Intense excitement. Weare C) 
“Signed, 8. WESTCOTT, 
“ Nakaman Asphalt & Oil Co. Lita.” 
Extract from “The Times," Wednesday, Oct. 16th, 1913 :— 


OIL DISCOVERED IN WESTERN CANADA, 
WINNIPEG, Oct. 13. 

According to reliable information from Cal- 
gary, success has crowned the efforts of the oil 
chr eae ay who for eight months have been 

oring at a spot 6O miles south of . A 
copious flow of excellent oil was found at 2,000 
feet. This should prove an immense boon to 
the West, as it solves the question of the su ply 
of crude oils, gasolene,and lubricants, which in 
the past have been very expensive in the West 
owing to high freight rates.—Reuter. 


LOCAL FAITH. 
There are 500 Canadian Shareholders in 
the Nakamun Asphalt and Oil Company 
Limited, 90 per cent. of whom are Edmon- 
ton people or local business folk who reside 
wi a few miles of the city and the 
propers . Bhis fact alone sh provide 
C) British investor with the strongest 
— of all guarantees. For ese 
onton People KNOW what they are 
putting their money into! Com lete list 
of these local shareholders, names 
and addresses, sent on post card request. 


a 


___ Sheoeme 


WHAT YOU BUY 
WHEN YOU PURCHASE THESE SHARES. 
adi An interest in what may prove the greatest Oil and Gas 
on the North American Contincnt. 
@) ‘An interest in an Asphalt deposit estimated to be of 
cient extent to pave every town and city in Canada. 
(3) An intercst in a Coalticld 960 acres in extent, and of 
assured commercial value. im 
Oil. Asphalt, and Coal fori a combination of enormous 
sibilities, and reports of experts who have examined the 
Qoxamun Asphalt and Oil Company's Property reveal con- 
ditions indicating that it is sufliciently rich IN TWO OF THESE 
BESOURCES to ensure the payment of handsome dividends 
as soon as transportation facilities are available, 
‘The lowest number of shares that may be applied for is 10 
(ten). The following shcws at a glance the cost of various 
numbers of shares :— 


as. da. & ese. a. 
Shares cost... 2 3 4 woSharescost... 2113 4 
1% ww S 6 O 2 ” oe a3 4 
25 Ow wwe 5 84 ” ” ws 6 9 
60 Oly » «= 016 8 1000 5, wo - 20103 4 
1 ow nw 0 6 O 6000 » ow ++ 4083 6 8 


Dividends and Substantial Advance in Values. 


THE COAL. 


The Company’s 960 acres of Coal Lands immediately adjuin 
the Canadian Northern Railway line, Peace River ch Hg er 
can be mined by tunnel operations, and loaded directly into 
the railway trucks from the mine, thus obviating the immense 
cost of shaft sinking. 


TWO 6-FT. SEAMS OVER 960 ACRES. 

The property has been tested by diamond drill, proving the 
existence of semi-bitumincns coal in two seams of six feet 
each at a depth of 55 ft. A» the brow of the hill is 90 feet 
above the railway, the coal can be loaded directly into the 
railway trucks from the mine, thus ensuring an enormous 
saving in the cost of handling. 

No costly shaft sinking, uo epur railway tracks, no waszon 
haulage. e sectioual map reproduced on this paye shows 
clearly how simply the mine will be worked, 


THE PURPOSE OF THIS ANNOUNCEMENT. 

The Canadian Industrial Devclopiment Co., Albany Puildings, 
47 Victoria Street, London, 8.W., now_ offer 59,000 Treasury 
rigntie ge Nakamun Asphalt and Oil Comyany Limited, 
at 4/4 each, 


60,000 SHARES AT 44 EACH. 
These shares are all fully said, and non-nssessalle— i.e., they 


aro liable to no further calls or responsibility whatever. ‘Iheir 
par value is one dollar (4,2). 


ONLY THE PROMPT CAN SECURE THE SHARES. 


This is one of the rarest opportunities ever held out to the 
small investor. Tho application for shares is certain to be 
large and immediate. ‘Those, therefore, wishing to save risky 


delays, and to make sure of an interest in one of the most 
mising undertakings, may fill in, sign, and post the coupou 
low with the correct remittance. 


INTERESTING FREE LITERATURE. 

Maps, plans, diagrams, and the fullest descriptions of the 
property, and the undertaking—neccssurily restricted in this 
announcement—will be sent quite free, post free and obligation 
free, to all who send a postcard to 


CANADIAN INDUSTRIAL DEVELOPMENT CO., 
Albany Buildings, 47 Victoria Street, London, &.W, 


REPORT BY A SELECT COMMITTEE OF THE 
SENATE OF CANADA. 

The evidence submitted to your Committce points to the 
existence in the Athalasca and Mackenzie Valleys (nerth of 
Edmonton) of the most extensive petroleum ficld in Ancrica, 
if not iu the world.” 


Write Your Name and Address Plainly. 
FORM OF APPLICATION TO FURCBASE SHARES. 


Referring to the offer mado by CANADIAN INDUS- 
TRIAL DEVELOPMENT CO. to sell shares in the 
NAKAMUN ASPHALT AND OIL COMPANY Limited. 
I hereby offer to purchase from the said CANADIAN 
INDUSTRIAL DEVELOPMENT CO. of the 
gaid Shares, or any smaller number of the said Shares 
which they may be wiliing to sell to mo, at the price of 
Four Shillings and Four Pence per Share, and I enclose b; 
way of Geposit £.... Leing the amount of the full 

1.eg3 price of the sbares ap;lied for by me. This offer 
made on the understanding that the Share Certificate of 
any of the enid Shares sold tu me shall be delivered to ine 
within 60 days from the date hercof, and that if this offer 
is not accepted, the amount sent herewith is to be returned 
to me without deduction, and if this offer is accepted for 
any smaller number of Shares than that applied for by une, 
the balanco of the said amount, after deducting tho 
amma! price of the Shares sold to me, shall Le returned 
me without deduction. 


Namo (in ful!)..........- 


Address {in full), 


Profession or Business... squtomsanesesis sine cafes 
(A Lady should state whether she is Spinster, Wife, or Widow.) 


aanuanenmancns Ole, (P.W.) 


This form when duly filled up should be sent entire with 
the cee Bees Sih to Canadian Industrial Develop- 
meut Co., Albany Buildings, 47 Victoria Street, London, 8.W. 

The applicant is particularly requested to write clearly 
within the space above his or ber name and the fulladdress 
to which the receipt should be sent. 


All the statements of fact appearing Io the above advertisement are quoted jfrom the official publications of the Nakamua Asphalt & Olli Co. Ltd. 
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World "pest stories 
In the Family. 

Logp Sanpwicn, whose claims as a faith-healer 
are being discussed rather warmly in certain 
quarters, once had an uncomfortable experience 
in the United States on account of his curious name. 

While he was travelling through the States he 
attended a ball at Washington, and asked to be 
introduced to a certain yo lady. 

Tho introducer 4 led him u 
lady. “May I introduce Lord Sandwich?” he 
observed. 


The young lady evidently thought it was a made- 
up name, and they were making fun of her, for she 
retorted promptly :— 

“My! And is Lord Sponge-cake coming later ?” 


A Great Favour. 

Ir was, of course, one of Lord Sandwich’s 
ancestors who invented the combination of bread 
and meat that has been called a sandwich ever 
since. 

Of this same ancestor the story is told that he 
went to Paris to learn dancing, but as his lordship 
had an awkward, shambling gait, his attempts at 
dancing were not very suc 

The dancing-master had been very civil, however, 
and the Earl, as he was taking his leave, offered to 
do what he could for him in London. 

“Then,” said the man, bowing profoundly, “I 
should esteem it a particular favour if your lordship 
would never tell anyono who taught you todance!”’ 


An Awful Vengeance. 

Ir must have been particularly humiliating for 
M. yee to have had his pocket picked the other 
day, for he is, of course, the ex-Prefect of the Paris 
po 


ce. 

M. Lépine once had a quarrel over some admini- 

strativo details with M. Calchas, the famous French 

detective, who died recently, and the latter threat- 
encd to have his revenge. 

“It’s no use trying to kill me,” said the Prefect 


.cross-examinations very carefully 


cheerfully. “I’m too well looked after for 
that.” 

“No, I've @ much better and less obvious p! 
than that,” the detective. ‘‘ You wait.” 


study and —— him with a very bulky docu- 
ment. ML i 


torread it. After 


rather wan, for the document was a minute record 
of his doings during the week, hour by hour, and 
almost second by second. M. Calchas, who was 
famous as a “shadower,” had carefully noted 
down everything M. Lépine had been doing, and 
as M. Lépine had not always becn doing things ho 
would care, as Prefect of Police, to be made public, 
he had to admit that the other had a crushing 
revenge in his power. 

Calchas was apparently satisfied with this, for 
he left the document with M. Lépine. 


Flooring the Witness. 

Sm Jonn Smion, counsel for the defence in the 
big War Office libel action, always propares his 
beforehand. 

Soon aftcr he was called to the bar ho had to 
defend a man whoso only chance of getting off 
depended on thcre being insyflicient evidence of 
identification. 

“Now,” remarked Sir John, rising to cross- 
examine the principal witness for the prosecution, 
“* you say you are sure this is the man?” 

“Yes,” said the witness. 

“Have you a good memory for faces?” was the 
next question. 

“ Yes,” said the witness. 

“ Ah,” commented counsel. ‘“ Now, I want to 
know if you can see anybody in this court who 
was in your shop last night talking to you?” 

The witness, rather ete looked all round 
the court, and at length admitted that he could not 
recognise anybody. 

“Good,” said Sir John. “ Now, have you ever 
seen me before ? ” 

“‘ Never,” said the witness positively. 

“Then it may surprise you to learn,” Sir John 
ee pee out, “ that I entered your shop last night 
and asked you for a packet of pins!” 

The witness collapsed, and Sir John won his case. 


Id. 


Cigarettes 


(MEDIUM STRENGTH) 


Manufactured from Pure 
— Virginia Tobacco. — 


30-I/- 


JOHN PLAYER & SONS, 
Nottingham. 


Branch of the Imperial Tobacco Co.(of Gt, Beitais and Irelend), Lid, 


| The Way He Pronounced It. 

Cxs 9 Ee poses ievourte stories is aliiut g 
group otti wwyers who were gathered r:n;7 
a brew of “ toddy ”’ one evening. : 

The conversation turned upon a questi «| 
pronunciation. 

“* Now, I always say neether,” one of the dw 
said in discussing the pronunciation of the yo 
“ neither.” 

“I say nayther,’ remarked another J.s\¢;, 
~Turning to a third, he asked: “‘ What do vou <1, 
Sandy ?” ; 

Sandy, whose head was a little muddled }.y 1.5 
many helpings of ‘‘ toddy,” woke up from a © itv 
doze. “Me?” he said. “Oh, I say whusk) ,” 


Another Association. 

Dr. C. W. Kos, the Chief Inspee:: of 
Schools under the London County Council, r«: 111!,- 
told a good story about the visit of that fir. ; 
scientific body, the British Association, to >: i 
Africa. 

During the visit, one of the lcarned pro! 
went to a barber to have a shave, and the list!:1. .« 
barbers will, chatted about the local news. 

“What exactly is this British Associ:ti 
he asked. 

The professor explained that it was a suci. of 
learned scientific men. 

“Oh,” said the barber, in tones of evi. 1! 
disappointment, “I thought it was a fuoiull 
team!” 


i) 


Wanted a Lot. 

Mr. RaymMonp PriestTLey, speaking recen‘ly 
of the work of the northern party engaged in th: 
South Pole expedition, told a story of two bhuw- 
jackets who had a dispute as to the exact position 
of a public-house in Portsmouth. In the end th. 
argument resolved itself into a bet, and thi 
loser was to stand a supper at a well-knov.n fish 
restaurant. 

“And what about drinks?” asked one. 

“Well,” said the other, “if I lose, you shall 
have a glass of beer with each fish.” 

ie Right-o!” was the reply. “Then well have 
whitebast /"” 
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GLOBE 
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7 METAL POLISH. 


In Paste & Liquid. 


“The British Polish for British Weather. 


Doesn't the damp air of the British climate just play havoc with the bright brasses? 
Polished one day, dull the next and must be polished again if they are not to be unsightly. 
That is if you use ordinary metal polish. 


But not if you ase Globe! Not only does Globe give the brightest shine, but the 
shine withstands the tarnishing effect of the atmosphere in a remarkable way. =I 

You will find that your brasses, etc., will not need 
polishing half so often when you use Globe. 
And there is no hard rubbing with Globe. 


Use Globe and you'll save hours of polishing. 
Globe—the British Metal Polish— 
is made in two forms, paste and liquid, 
identical in their polishing properties. 


Paste: 1d. 2d. 4d. and larger tins. 


GLOBE PRIZE 
COMPETITION. 


Thousands of valuable prizes 
are given to users of Globe. 
Ask your dealer, or send post- 
card to Raimes 


: “im & Co. Ltd., Bow, | Liquid: (in sprinkler-top cans, which 
HN London, E., for event waste) 2d. 6d. Lfand 
irger sizes. 


mie _| full prize list 
a aa and particulars. Of Grecers & Stores everywhere. 


cu i 
RAIMES & CO. LTD., BOW, LONDON, B 
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“I’m just a Sunlight Girl 


employed in the wrapping and 
packing of Sunlight Soap, and no 
one has more right to speak for 
its purity than I, unless it be the 
expert chemists who test each boil- 
ing of soap. They, of course, tell 
scientifically, but 1 know nothing 
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of fatty acids and formule. 


“SUNLIGHT SOAP 


I do know, however, what goes on around me. 1 do know how careful 
Bh every workman is who tends the Sunlight Soap boiling pans. I do 
i) fanaa aa | know how clean and sweet every part of the Sunlight Soap works is. 
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H I do know that nothing is spared to make Sunlight 
fal 
j, we 


Soap the purest and best soap in the world— 
and I do know that everything is done to make 
a Sunlight Girl's life as happy as possible. You 
can take my word for Sunlight Soap’s efficiency.” 


The nare LEVER on Soap is 

Guarantee of Purity and Excellence. eg pet ae 
A Sketch showing the Sunlight 

LEVEA BROTHERS LINITEO, PORT SUNLIGHT. Girls’ Rest Room. 
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In the Family. 

Lorp Sanpwicn, whose claims as & faith-healer 
are being discussed rather warmly in certain 
quarters, once had an uncomfortable experience 
in the United States on account of his curious name. 
While he was travelling through the States he 
attended a ball at Washington, and asked to be 

introduced to a certain oung lady. 

‘Thos inteclusen agreed. led him up to the 
lady. “May I introduce Lord Sandwich?” he 
observed. 


The young lady evidently thought it was a made- 
up name, and they were aiag Tos of her, for she 
retorted promptly :— , 

“My! And is Lord Sponge-cake coming later ?’ 


A Great Favour. 

Ir was, of course, one of Lord Sandwich’s 
ancestors who invented the combination of bread 
and meat that has been called a sandwich ever 
since. 

Of this same ancestor the story is told that he 
went to Paris to learn dancing, but as his lordship 
had an awkward, shambling gait, his attempts at 
dancing were not very successful. 

The dancing-master had been very civil, however, 
and the Earl, as he was taking his leave, offered to 
do what he could for him in London. 

“Then,” said the man, bowing profoundly, “I 
should esteem it a particular favour if your lordship 
would never tell anyone who taught you todance!”’ 


An Awful Vengeance. 

Ir must have been particularly humiliating for 
M. Lépine to have had his pocket picked the other 
any: ‘or he is, of course, the ex-Prefect of the Paris 
police. 


M. Lépine once had a quarrel over some admini- 
strative details with M. Calchas, the famous French 
detective, who died recently, and the latter threat- 
encd to have his revenge. 

“It’s no use trying to kill me,” said the Prefect 


.cross-cxaminations very carefully 


cheerfully. “I'm too well looked after for 
that.” 

“No, I’ve a much better and less obvious p 
than that,” retorted the detective. ‘‘ You wait. 


A week later M. Calchas appeared in M. Lépine’s 


» 


study — nted ae vee tied bulky docu- 
ment. ine picked it u smiling, began 
to read it. Tiara few eotchide Kis einiie’ becuian 


rather wan, for the document was a minute record 
of his doings during the week, hour by hour, and 
almost second by second. M. Calchas, who was 
famous as a “shadower,” had carefully noted 
down everything M. Lépine had been doing, and 
as M. Lépine had not always been doing things ho 
would care, as Prefect of Police, to be made public, 
he had to admit that the other had a crushing 
revenge in his power. 

Calchas was apparently satisfied with this, for 
he left the document with M. Lépine. 


Flooring the Witness. 

Sm Jonn Smrion, counsel for the defence in the 
big War Office libel action, always propares his 
forehand. 

Soon aftcr he was called to the bar ho had to 
defend a man whoso only chance of getting off 
depended on there being insyfficient evidence of 
identification. 

“Now,” remarked Sir John, rising to cross- 
examine the principal witness for the prosecution, 
“ you say you are sure this is the man?” 

“Yes,” said the witness. 

“‘ Have you a good memory for faces?’ was the 
next question. 

“Yes,” said the witness. 

“ Ah,” commented counsel. “ Now, I want to 
know if you can see anybody in this court who 
was in your shop last night talking to you ?’” 

The witness, rather ore looked all round 
the court, and at length admitted that he could not 
recognise any’ ’. 

“Good,” said Sir John. ‘‘ Now, have you ever 
scen me before ?” 

“ Never,” said the witness positively. 

“Then it may surprise you to learn,” Sir John 
pep out, “that I entered your shop last night 
and asked you for a packet of pins!” 

The witness collapsed, and Sir John won his case. 


WEEK ENDING 
Dee. 6, 1913. 


The Way He Pronounced It. 

Oxz of Sir John’s favourite stories is about a 
group of Scottish lawyers who were gathered roiir, | 
@ brew of “‘ toddy ” one evening. 

The conversation turned upon a question «! 

jiation. 

“ Now, I always say neether,” one of the lawy.:. 
said in discussing the pronunciation of the W011i 
“ neither.” 

“I say mayther,” remarked another Jaw, :. 
Turning to a third, he asked : “ What do you - 
Sandy ? ” 

Sandy, whose head was a little muddled 1 ».., 
many helpings of ‘‘ toddy,” woke up from a ¢'.1;.. 
doze. “Me?” he said. “Ob, I say whusky : ’ 


Another Association. 

Dr. C. W. Knmins, the Chief Inspecior «f 
Schools under the London County Council, ree, 
told a good story about the visit of that fin 
scientific body, the British Acsociation, to »:: 
Africa. 

During the visit, one of the learned prof- 
went to a barber to have a shave, and the flatts 
barbers will, chatted about the local news. 

“What exactly is this British Associativ:: 
he asked. 

The professor explained that it was a sucint; 
learned scientific men. 

“Oh,” said the barber, in tones of evic 
Biever jotment, “T thought it was a focthol 
eam!” 


Wanted a Lot. 

Mr. RaymMonpD PRIESTLEY, speaking recently 
of the work of the northern party engaged in th. 
South Pole expedition, told a story of two Ili. 
jackets who had a dispute as to the exact position 
of a public-house in Portsmouth. In the end th. 
argument resolved itself into a bet, and th: 
loser was to stand a supper at a well-known li-h 
restaurant. 

“ And what about drinks?” asked one. 

“Well,” said the other, “if I lose, you shall 
have a glass of beer with each fish.” 

“* Right-o!” was the reply. “Then we'll have 
whitebart /” 
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Cigarettes 


(MEDIUM STRENGTH) 


Manufactured from Pure 4 
— Virginia Tobacco. — 4 


50-1/- | 


JOHN PLAYER & SONS, ‘ 
Nottingham. 


Branch of the Imperial Tobacco Co.(of Gt, Beiteia and Irelend), Led, % 
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Doesn't the damp air of the 


That is if you use ordinary metal polish. 


But not if you use Globe! 


shine withstan 


GLOBE PRIZE 
COMPETITION. 


Thousands of valuable prizes 
are given to users of Globe. 
Ask your dealer. or send post- 
——= 3 on <7 Raimes 
; Fie 0, Ltd., Bow, 
HUMINT pees London, E., for 
myth , | full 


Tro 


prize list 
and particulars. 
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a Sunlight Girl's life 


The name LEVER on Soap is @ 
Gusrentee of Purity and Excellence. 


LEVER BROTHEFS 


rz? _SSteebstedk PEARSON'S WEEKLY XMAS NUMBER. orsMiAned 


Not only does Globe give the brightest shine, 
s the tarnishing effect of the atmosphere in a remarkable way. 

You will find that your brasses, etc., will not need 
polishing half so often when you use Globe. 
‘And there is no hard rubbing with Globe. 
Use Globe and you'll save hours of polishing. 
British Metal Polish— 


Globe—the 
is made in two forms, paste and liquid, 
identical im their polishing properties. 


Paste: 1d. 2d. 4d. and larger tins. 


Liquid; (in eprinkler-top cans, which 
event waste) 2d, 6d. Lf and 
rger sizes. 


Of Grecers & Stores everywhere. 
RAIMES & CO. LTD., BOW. LONDON, EB. 


“I’m just a Sunlight Girl 


I do know, however, what goes on around me. 
Sunlight Soap boiling pans. 
sweet every part of the 


1 do know that nothing is spared to make Sunlight 
Soap the purest and best soap in the world— 
and I do know that everything is done to make 
as happy as possible. You 
can take my word for Sunlight Soap’s efficiency.” 


LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT, 


MADE IN ENGLAND. 


FLOBE 


METAL POLISH. 


In Paste © Liquid. 


The British Polish for British Weather. 


: British climate just play havoc with the bright brasses? 
Polished one day, dull the next and must be polished again if they are not to be unsightly. 


employed in the wrapping and 
packing of Sunlight Soap, and no 
one has more right to speak for 
its purity than I, unless it be the 
expert chemists who test each boil- 
ing of soap. They, of course, tell 
scientifically, but 1 know nothing 
of fatty acids and formule. 


SOAP 


1 do know how careful 
I do 
Sunlight Soap works is. 
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A Sketch showing the Sunlight 
Girls’ Rest Room. 
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CHARMING STYLES 
IN LADIES’ COATS 


Every Lady should secure our 
dispiay of New Model Ceate 
and Paletots, speciatly designed 
and made for present wear. Ail 
the mos: fashionable and graceful 
styles have been included, and many 
few and attractive features which 
are exclusive to 

our garments are 


of popular shades 

tastefully cut and designed, and 
offered at prices from 16/- to BB/- 
on our we!l known convenient 
Terms of Easy Monthly Payments. 
You should send a Postcard at once 
for our catalogue and pattergs 


GRAVES DEPENDABLE VALUES AND CONVENIENT TERMS 


GRAVES MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS OF FINE QAULITY 


Complete Violin Outfit, comprising Violin, 
Case, Bow, Resin. and an extra set of Strings, 


Music Lovers should 
send to-day for our new 
Catalogue of Violins, 
Violin Outfits, Auto and 
Zither Harps, Mando- 
lines. Banjos, Concer- 
tinas.Melodeons. Flutes, 
Piccolos Clarioncts, & 
ali kinds of Brass lostru- 
ments, Organs. 


ite: Seesiiok CHOICE FURS OF EXQUISITE BEAUTY AND FINISH ae 
our list, Atl the Tt is a mistake to assume WB DELIV ES: ta patel 
eee aves are not sviananle ‘except FROM Red weienes ret spruccmaneine rae griae erga 


selected from the Catatogue, 
on receipt of a smal! payment 
now. Balance in equal 
monthly payments if you 
are entirely satisfied aiter 
careful examination im your 
own bome, The fullest 
approval is allowed and if 
you are im any way dis- 
appotated, we immediately 


ELEGANT FASHIONS 
IN SMART COSTUMES 


Every Lady should scnd a Post Card 
for our handsome disr!ay of new and 
fashionable Costume styles, charmingty 
illustrated in colours, 'and including 
patterns of the most tasteful and be- 
7 coming cloths for 
present wear. Our 

pictures show the 

exact sty!es of the 


from @1/- to SO’ and we 
deliver any costume carriage paid 
to approved orders ‘for S/- with 
order, the balance heing payable ig 
equal monthly payments if you are 
entirely satisfied with the Fit, Qualily, 
and Value after you have fully 


‘We deliver any garment to approved sive and in the very best refund the whole of your examined the Costume and tried It on 
orders on receipt of small payment markets, and we are enabled money. Send smai! payment im your own home. If you are in any 
with order, the balance being paye make the greatest money> Bow, and secure deiivery of way disappointed we will imacdiatety 


a beautiful Set of Furs. 
You need be under no 
obligation whatever unless 
you are assured of the 
quality and value, and 
decide to keep the Furs 


refund the whole of your money. 


Send fer Patterns to-day. 
You will be surprised to find how easy 
it is to dress in good taste if you avail 
yourseif of our convenient Easy 
Payment Terms or Cash Discount.= 
d.G@. GRAVES Ltd. 
SHEFFIELD. 


GENUINE STAFFORDSHIRE CHIKA. 


Our new Catalogue of Glass and China Ware shows the cho.ce:: 
prettiest:Dinner and Tea Services one could wish to see, a! 


able In small moathly payments if 
you are entirely satisfied with Fit, 
Quality, Style, and Finish, after full 
etamination in your own home. 
SEND FOR PATTERNS TO-DAY. 


d. @. GRAVES. Ltd. 
SHEFFIBLD. 


GRAVES RELIABLE FOOTWEA 


Send a Post Card for our Handsomely Miustrated 
Album of High-Grade Footwear. This book 
contains photographs of an extensive selection of 
Boots and Shres of undeniable quaiity. all made 


In yourown interests 
send a Postcard for our 
handsome Catalogue to-day. 
It shows you how you may 
enjoy the com/ort and luxury 
of wearing Furs of undeniable 
quality, with theconvience of 
Spreading the cost over the 
next few months. 


Write and ask for 


on hygienic principies and guaranteed to give satis. Far Catalogue. ful designs in Toilét andTrinket Sets. Clock Sets, and a large v 
fact! in Fit, Wear and appearance, of useful and ornamenta) ware 

We Liver Footwear carriage paid J. G@. GRAVES Lro. atkeenly competitive pres, anc ¢ 
to ail approved orders on receipt of Carriage paid to approved orders tur &.) 
emal! payment now. Balance in SHEFFIELD. eayment now. and balance in 
monthly payments if satisfactory. monthly vayments if you are en 


satisfied after examination in your ho 


J. G GRAVES Lro. SHEFFIELD. ‘ 
J. G. GRAVES Lrp. SHEFFIELD. 


GLINGHER SXsv"rceus at casn enices TYRES 
EASY TERMS AT CASH PRICES 

We supply this world-renowned make of Tyre at rock-bottom cash prices om 
Easy Terma. Any Grade of Clingher’ Tyres supplied to approved orders for 
small payment with order and the balance to be compicted im equal monthly 
payments if yeu are entirety satisfied after full examination im your own home. 
S All Tyres carry the Masufacturen’ GC tee. 


The ‘Clincher Popular 

Wired or Beaded edge. Sizes: 26x! with wired or beaded evge. ‘Sizes: 26219; 
i. Fai eaif tog sent en Price, 
1 Cover and Tube, ee M- Monthly, 


: 1 
Pha lbh; M219: 282 gait; 2218 
Price. Cover & Tube, 12/3 2/3 Bionthiy. 

The ‘Clincher A Won Motor Cycle 
‘Tyre, Beaded Edge, Cover only, 


eu 2%, ane sees oe M3 Monty, 
q . z2326/6.. .. .. 3 
we Moniniy: | $25. 8a8 21.2. M3 ontiy 
Write for Catalogue. Send a 
Post Card to-day tor our handsomely 
Ulastrated Catalogue of ‘Clincher’ Cycle 
Cover | & Motor Oycle Tyres, which we supoly 

«> 2/18 Monthty. ' on easy terms at cash prices, from /- 


J. G. GRAVES Lrp. SHEFFIELD. 


THE GRAVES GENUINE SHEFFIELD CUTLERY SERVICE 


WE DELIVER the Graves Genuine Sheffield Cutlery Service comprising SO pieces without 
case, to all approved orders for @/- Wow, and the balance is aime monthly payments of B/- 
{f you are entirely satished after full examination in your own home, @- in the Py Cash Discount 


THE GRAVES SHEFFIELD CUTLERY SERVICE COMPRISES t— 


6 TAGLE KNIVES 6 DESSERT FORKS © cee SPOONS § SUGAR SPOOR 
@ TABLE PoRKS SDESStRT sPooNs 8 TABLE SPCONS § eueaR TONGS 
6 OFSSERT KNIVES 6 TEA SPOONS T SALT SPOON 0 JAm SPOON 

§ PR B-1N SHEFFIELD FORGED DOUBLE SHEAR STEEL CARVERS, IVORETTE HANDLES, 


GO pleces for 30/- 
Write for Catalogue. 

Our Manufacturers’ Hand- 

somely Illustrated Catalogue 

of Genuine Sheffield Cutlery 

and Plate will be sent per retura 

on receipt of a Postcard bearing 

name and address, This Book is 

the most complete guide to the 
Cutiery and Plate Industry ever 
published, & showsa sp!cndid variety 

of designs in al! departments, at econ- 
omical prices and on Fasy Monthly 
Payment Terms or 2/in- £ Cash Discount 
Ask for Catalogue M 


* .@. GRAYES Ltd. SHEFFIELD. 


THE GRAVES WORLD'S BEST CYCLES 


WE DBLIYBR tho Gravos ‘Speed King’ Modele de Luxe 
exactly to (Lady’s or Gent's) carriage paid te all approved 
orders for 1G NOW, and Easy Monthly Payments after delivery until 
We account is cleared, if you are entirely @elighted and satished 
with the machine after the fullest examiation at your own home 


REYNOLD'S WELOLESS GTEEL TUBING, DUNLOP 
FIRGT GRADE TY PHILLIPS YOKE AND HING 
BRAKES, STURMEV-ARCHER B3-SPEED GEAR, HAN 
RENOLO ROLLER CHAIN, BROOKS PLATED SPRIN 
SADDLE, WILLIAMS PATENT CHAIN WHEEL, WILLIAMS 
LATEST eaTENT CRANKS, MHOFFPMANNG' STEEL 
BALLS, DOVER HANDLE GRIPS AND LEVER TIPS. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE POST FREE. A Post Card 
will bring per reture our handsome Cycte Cataiogue which exhibits a full 
range of Ladies’ and Gent's ‘All Weather’ Modets with detailed specifca- 
tions. and tull particulars ef eur convenient easy payment system, 
‘Wherever you live you may proft by our Trade 

Offer, and enjoy the convenience of our easy purchase It costs 
you nothing te secure this interesting and practical book. Write Now. 


3. G@. GRAVES £té4: SHEFFIELD. 


Beaded edge. Sizes 
26x 1b; 23x18; 26% 
Cover and Tube, 2: 


THE GRAVES 42/- SUITS EXACTLY 
TO YOUR MEASURES 


IT PAYS in every walk of life tobe well dressed. A smart 
fentlemanl, Suit puts beart into a man and. gives him confidence 
in himeetf. it is mistaken economy to neglect your appearance 
for a well dressed man can command respect in business affairs, 
and win for himself the esteem and regard of his friends. 


Ver a Payment of G/- now we deliver the 
Sut to approved orders. and if you are entirely 
satished with Fit, Style, Quality and Finish, the 
balance is payable in Monthly Payments of 6/-. 
Money back if you are disappointed, 
Write for Patterns. A Post Card wit! 
bring you per return the finest display of Cloth 
Samples ever submitted at the price, and these 
cuttings from the cloth lengths which we are 
now making up at 36/- and @@/- will erable you to tmdge of the 
excellence of the materials we are using and the undoubted 
supenorty of design which characterises our cloths and commands 
the approval of even the most famdieus custemer. TWEEDS, 
CHEVIOTS, WORSTED SERGSS, PLAIN BLACE AND BLUE VicUUNAS, 
acd a splendid line in hard wearing YORKSHIRE SUITINGS in 
various designs, 


GRAVES ‘DREADNOUGHT OVERCOATS 
EXACTLY TO YOUR MEASURES. 


Made from carefutly selected. beautifully woven cloths of great 
durability and soft and warm finish {n all the most fashionable and 
tentiemanly designs and shades for present wear. A masterpiece of 
bigh<lass Tailoring. and designed and built throughout upon 
accurate anatomical principles, 

Delivered Carriage Paid to approved orders 
for 5/- now, balance in equal monthly payments 
if you are entirely satisfied with style, fit, quality, 
and finish. Money back if you are disappointed, 
Write for Patterns. On receipt of a Post 
Card we send you an unrivalled selection of Over- 


5/ 


Our Samples wit show you that we speciaiiee in cloths that 
are warm without being inconvenientiy heavy. substantia! without 
being cumbersome. Once you have the matertal in your hands you 
ther jority. You wiil find that al! tastes 
and all preferences duly provided for. and 

as with your order, you can rely oa us pleasing 
you im the matter of style, ft, workmanship and Gnish. Patterns 
seat Post Free to aay address on receipt of Postcard. 


J. G. GRAVES Lro. SHEFFIELD. 


GRAVES SUITS are for men of al! ates; if you have preferences 
and ideas of your own as to hew you like your clothes making 
aimply tell us whem sending our order and your wishes will 
bave cur careful attention, 


Please state if Light or Dark Patterns are preferred. 
J. G. GRAVES Lrp. SHEFFIELD. 


Wak sxpina 
Deo. 6, 19138. 


MAKE YOUR OWN XMAS CARDS 4 


CRS i 
They Will Save You Money, and Please Your 
ee ar pee Pipe Bought Christmas Cards. 

wIsH I co! w! I'd do my own Christ- 
mas cards then!” J 

Many people at Christmas time wish that, and 
for a very good reason, too. 

However pretty or om place the average Christ- 
mas card is, it has the drawback that any number 
of other poe can buy it and send it to their 
friends. fact, a Christmas card will sell 
by the hundred thousand, and it occasionally 
happens that you receive cards on Christmas Day 
identical with some you have sent to your friends, 


In cutting 
away all 
the black 
partsfrom 
this de- 
sign = of 
Father 
Christ. 
mas, use 
a sharp 
knife, and 


The card you draw yourself has the advantages 
that it is not only unique, but it has its own personal 
touch about it. People appreciate something over 


Cassell’s Tablets. 
I could hardly move at all. 


to my back. 


D* CASSELLS 
TABLETS 


Anwmia, Kidne 


Acute Indigestion for Nine Years. 
Another amazing oure by Dr. 


endured torture. She was unable to retain any ki 
health to-day. Surely here is a wonder—or would 
But let Mrs. Hammond tell her own story. 
I was positively at death’s door, wasted to a shadow, 


“Tt was as though something were being 

I get until I had thrown up all I had eaten. Naturally, | L 

strength at all. I only wished to bo left alone to brood over my misery. I would lie on a 

couch, even on the hearthrug, for hours, utterly exhaasied. ma head ached frightfully, F se wag aut 

F feeli 1 t, th things were swimming. round me. was badly 

Ee tar f toca tecribly depremod or hold my head with both hands, and just long to 

scream. I was so utterly, hopelessly miserable, I felt sure my end was near, and I hardly cared. But about 

three months ago a friend got me some Dr. Cassell’s Tablets. It seems miraculous, yet it is true, that after 

the first few doses I felt better, and from that time I havo steadily prosressed. To-day I am as strong 
and well as ever in my life.” Benefit by this true story. Prove Dr. Cassell’s Tablets in your own case. 


constipated, too. I became terribly depressed. 


eo for the whole syvtem, Th 
Breakdown, Nerve and Spinal P 
and Stomach Diso 2 bie Agee 
run-down condivions. They are quite safe for even the youet child or most deli 
Dr. Cassell’s Tablets at 101d., Is. 1td., and 2s. 9d. 


which you have taken some trouble, however 
inexpensive it is, far more than they do somcthing 
you have bought. 

There is not the slightest reason why you 
shouldn’t make your own cards this Christmas. 
All you want are a number of plain cards, a paint 
brush, a sharp penknife, black ink, and this copy 
of Pearson’s Weekly. Now to set to work. 

Cut out the black and 
white pictures of Father 
Christmas and tho Pierrot 
and paste up, on strong 


notepaper. Paste up the 
little bunch of holly leaves 


and the wording “ Christ- 
mas Greeting ” as well. 

When the is dry, 
cut away ully all the 
black parts of the four 
drawings. You must do 
this very carefully, or else 
you will cut away some of 
the thin white lines, as, for 
instance, those between 
the holly leaves. A sharp 
penknife is better than any 
scissors for this purpose. 

When all the black parts 
are cut out you will now 
have four stencils from 
which you can make as 
many of your own Christ- 
mas cards as you like. 

Let us take the picture 
of Father Christmas. Yf, vou would prefer a 
Place your stencil of him St peellrioaad aed 
on your blank Christmas 

Doreen ah 
together paper c i ink a 
the geil parte. Uso as little ink as you can, 
or else it will run and spoil your picture. 

The wording “ Christmas Greeting ” oan be done 
in exactly the same way, above Father Christmas, 
and the whole surrounded with holly leaves. When 
posing the holly leaves round the card use all three 

ves for the four corners, but only the two bottom 


EATING MEANT TORTURE. 


—Dizziness and Splitting Headaches. 
Cassell’s Tabiets. 


near cee ere 

A more remarkable story than that reported has seldom come to light. 
Elizabeth Hammond, of Llanhennock, Caerleon, near Newport, Mon. For no less than nine years this lady 
nd of food on her stomach. Yet she is in the most perfect 
be, did we not know the power of Dr. Cassell’s Tablets. 
She says: “I can never express how much I owe to Dr. 
and so utterly helpless that 


“For nine years this had gone on, and though I had been to doctors, had taken 
endless doctors’ medicine, and also attended hospital, could find no relief. From the 
first onset I was never free from Indigestion, ; 
food. Every morsel I ate caused me torturing pain in my c 


D'Cassell’s Tablets 


tono to the nerves, and geuerate 
brilliantly than any other ‘medicine known in cases of Nervous 


It is that of Mrs. 


which became so severe that I dreaded 
hest right through 


screwed into my body, and no ease could 
I wasted away till I had no 


ZacdiAeed PEARSON'S WEEKLY XMAS NUMBER, 3\cS@ttt<as aa 


ones along the sides and the top and bottom. You 
can get prettier cards, if you wish, by using 
water colours instead of black ink. The holly leaves 


CRARISTMAS 
REELING 


You will need this ‘* Christmas Greeting”’ for the top 
of your cards— 


would be stencilled in green, and the berries in red. 
Father Christmas, of course, would have a red hat 
and cloak, with just a touch of red on his chceks. 

The Pierrot design can be used in exactly tho 
same way and coloured to suit your fancy. 

If you have a little skill in drawing you should 
not have much difficulty in making other designs. 
A steaming plum-pudding on a dish, a Christmas 
tree, a silhouette of yoursclf from a portrait, and so 
on, can quickly be drawn and stencils made from 
them. 

The advantage of tho stencil is that you can usv 
it over and over again, and make as many of your 
own Christmas cards as you please, with very little 
trouble. The only real trouble is cutting out the 
designs, which must be done with tho utmost 
© 


are. 
And the appreciation of your friends will repay 
you for all the trouble you have taken. 

(I should like one of these Christmas cards 
myself, eo just to sec how well you can do them I 
am offering a prize of half-a-guinea for tho best 
card sent to me mado from either of the above 
designs. Your cards can be 

in, black, or coloured, 
just as you wish, Place 
your card in an pags 
and address it to “ Tho 
Stencil Editor,” Pearson's 
Weekly, 18 Henrietta 
Street, London, W.C. 
Let me havo them by 
December 15th at the — gna this pi 
latest. —EprTor.) 


of decoras 
tive holly for the corners. 


[SEND FOR A! 
FREE BOX. | 


Send your uame and 
address and two penny 
stamps for postiuze, etc., to 
Dr. Cassell’s Co. Ltd. (Box | 
A37), Chester Rovd, Man. — 
chester, and you will | 
receive a trial box free. | 


Were Exping 


SEMak PEARSON'S WEEKLY XMAS NUMBER. Speeliheed Ser" trys 


ASTIDE 


CHRISTr 


GREETINGS! : 

by the time you’ve reached this page, my readers, 
the result of our labours for the past few weeks 
has been before you in review order. I’ve just 
had a last glance at the pages myself before sending 
them to pees and in spite of the fact that, in the 


course of my wok as Editor, I have read and 
re-read the matter several times over, I failed to 
find a dull column. . 

One thing struck me very forcibly—there is very 
nearly £1,000 in cash prizes, as well as Christmas 
hampers, consolation gifts, and so on, offered in 
this one issue. Some of my readers are certainly 
going to have a happy Christmas free from 
money worries, My regret is that it isn’t 
possible to serve you all alike. But though I 

rsonally cannot provide it, I can and do most 
heartily wish you very much happiness this Yule- 
tide, and in this wish the whole. of the staff of the 
cerise-coloured one enthusiastically joins me. 


MARRYING POR A HOME. 

I GENERALLY get a dozen or so problems, that 
Master Cupid has set for solution, sent to me every 
week. Most of them I answer direct, as they onl 
concern just two people. Some, however, will 
interest all lovers, so I answer them on this page. 
TruE Love’s — is one which, I am sure, has 
faced many a lover since the world began. 

“Tam very much in love with one of the prettiest 
girls round here,” he writes. ‘She is perfectly 
feo to ay me and, I think, would make me 
a good wife. But she has told me that though she 
likes me very much she’s not really in love with 
me, but wants to get married for the sake of a 
home. She is one of those girls who say that 
they will never ‘really be in love. Now, I don’t 
think that I oust to marry her, though most of 
my friends say I ought to consider mysclf lucky 
to have the chance. She may very well meet 
thé right man after we are married, however, 
and then she will regret marrying for a home. So 
I don’t quite scc in what way I am lucky to have 
the chance.” —— . 

No, nor do I, True Love. If the girl is simply 
marrying you for the sakc of a home the chances 
are that ce married life will not be so happy 
as it should be, for you can’t have happiness where 
the love is all on one side. Perhaps she may learn 
to love you after » ») are married, but it is a very 
big perhaps. Personally I say that you are unwise 
to get married in the circumstances, TruE Love. 
What do my readcrs think of Master Cupid’s latest 
problem ? 


PIRING TORPEDOES. 

‘In your reply to T. H. G. a few weeks ago,” 
writes IsLEworTH, “‘ you stated that, as a rule, 
torpedoes.are fired above water by all battlcships. 
This is not quite correct. All battleships and 
cruisers are fitted with submerged tubes, while 
torpedo boats, torpedo Loat destroyers, and a few 
gunboats are fitted with above-water tubes. No 
ship, nowadays, that is large enough to have a 
submerged tube fitted is fitted with above-water 
tubes. As some of our torpedo boats and destroyers 
have a beam of scarcely seven feet, and a torpedo 
tube is nearer twenty fect in length, it is impossible 
to put them below. In these buats the tube works 
on a pivot, so that when it is in use it can be trained 
outboard. When not in use it is put along the 
length of the boat. In mancuvres a — 
tloats as a rule, but during war it is ca to 
sink to prevent it being found by tho enemy and 
its secrets discovered.’””’ —— 

That's a very interesting addition to my repl 
to.T. H. G., Ispeworts. I am sending you a little 
gift which, while not quite so expensive as a modern 
torpedo, will, I am sure, prove more useful to you. 


A JOKE? 

Tas is the kind of joke I reccive so regularly 
that it is about time I published it os a warni 
to others. HKrankly I am getting a little tired 
of it. Here it is: “ Dear Editor,—Having tried 
unsuccessfully to obtain one of your much-coveted 


penknives and failed, I have decidéd to purchase 
one from you. I.acco ly inclose postal order 
for 1s. 6d., and shall be obliged by your forwarding 
one of the penknives at your earliest convenience. 
Yours faithfully, Canny Scott. P.S.—I regret 
T have forgotten to inclose the P.O., but no doubt, 
to a firm like yours, which is able to give away 
hundreds of pounds in prizes each weck, one paltry 
P.O. will make no difference.” —— 

“ Dear Canny Scotr,—Having received dozens 
of requests similar to yours in the lust few weeks, 
T have decided to make an example of one culprit, 
even if I do have to give him a penknife, and print 
his letter. Yours faithfully, The Editor. P.S.—I 
regret to find that I have forgotten to send you the 
penknife after all, but no doubt, to a man.with a 
nerve like yours, there will be no difficulty in 
poeeine any number of penknives from your 
riends.”’ 


A MISTLETOBR WORRY. 

Curistmas time brings Christmas qucstions. 
Many of these questions have to do with that 
good old custom of kissing under tho mistletoe. 
Jack, however, objects to it being called a good 
custom, and for a very good reasyn from JAck’s 

int of view. ‘I am engaged to be married,” 

e writes, ‘and my swectheart and I will be sure 
to go out a lot this Christmas to various parties. 
Mistletoe will be everywhcre, and eve: ly who 
likes will be allowed to kiss my girl. Do you 
think that is fair? She won't promise mc not 
to allow anyone to kiss her, for she says it is only 
a custom and doesn’t mean anything. But it’s 
a custom I don’t like.’”” ——- 

I sympathise with you, Jack, though your 
swectheart is quite right in saying that it is onl 
a custom. I can quite understand that you wi 
feel jealous, however, but don’t Ict that jealousy 
spoil your fun. Your course of action is quite 
clear. Every time a pretty girl appears under tho 
mistletve you make a dash for her and kiss her. 
It’s only a custom, you know! And, perhaps, then 

our sweetheart will say it is a custom she docsn’t 


ike ! 
PROM A COLONIAL READER. 
E. 8. O. is a mining engineer. “I have taken 


in your paper for over cight years,’ hc writcs, 
“ and iis. Pe time I have read it in most parte 
of the world. Many a time Pearson’s Weekly 
has been my sole companion over the prairics and 
mountains, and never once have I had any reason 
to wish for a better. Only readers situated as 
we arc, when or a loncly prospecting trip into the 
Wild West, can appreciate your paper at its true 
value. As an old western pioneer once said to mo, 
‘Say, sonny, but it’s the real goods every time,’ 
ana that’s tho highest praisc which can be gixen 
out here. Before I finish I want to thank you for 
the consolation prize I won in your last Colonial 
‘ Middles’ Contest. I wish there were more of 
those competitions abroad.”” —— 

So there will be in the future, E.S.O. There is 
one running now which you should have plenty of 
time to enter, for it docsn’t close till March 9th, 
1914. Get as many of your friends to enter as you 
possibly can, too, because I want cach Colonial 
contest to beat the last. The amount in the last 
competition, £222, was good; but I want this 
one to be better ; in fact, I want it to go over the 
£300 imnark. It will only do that if my Colonial 
readers talk about it, and mention it to their 
friends in their particular part of the world. 
Colonial coupons were printed in two or three recent 
issues. 

LUCKY NUMBERS. 

I HAVE received a large number of interesting 
letters f om readcrs concerning a recent article on 
lucky numbers. While I thank them for writing 
to me, I must add that it is quite impossible for me 
to deal with them all on this page. I select F. P.’s 
letter. ‘The number 4 is a very prominent one 
with me,” he writes. ‘My father, mother, and 
two brothers all dicd on the fourth day of diffcrent 
months, and are buried in 4 different parts of 
England. I was married on a 14th, and it was on 
a 14th that the family of two were increased to 4 
by the arrival of a be and on after 4 a.m. 
in a house numbe 42, ring our married 
life we have moved 4 times. But my wife and self 
are not o bit superstitious, so if you care to send 
along 4 penknives or——’—— 

Enough! If I acceded to your request, F. P., 
I should get letters from readers whose lucky 
number was something far greater than 4! But 
you'll get one penknife all right, and that will be 
worth four of any other ponknives because you 
have won it with an_interesting letter. 


The First Prize of £2 a Week for 5 Ye:;s 
bas been awarded to: 
R. CLEALL, Band Ist H.B.R., Aldershw, 
for the “ Middle” ; 
“yan away "'— WINKLE"? WITHOUT PIN. 


The Second Prize of £50 has been awarded : 


W. J. PARTINGTON, 77 Park Street, Madcic, 
Salop, for the ‘“‘ Middle”; 
“ PENSILESS ''—PRETTY STALL-HOLDER'S VICTIM. 


The Third Prize of £10 has been award 


MRS. BE. HOBBS, 72 Mariborough Road, Bow:, 
Park, N., for the ‘Middle ’’: 
“ TAWNING "—ALTHOUGH ‘ UNDERHANDED "'—LXCL =. 


RESULT OF “ MIDDLES” ‘Ho. 9? 


A Graphophone has been awarded to exch vi 
. following competitors: 
E. A. Stewart, Electric Station, Fethard, Co, 'Ti,: 
J, K. Ewart, 7 Lonsford Place, Monkstown, Duil\.:). 
Harry Wade, 31 Avon Road, Hale, Cheshire. 
John Liddle, 34 Sea Road, Fulwell, Sunderland 
H. J. Perrin, 19 Rookery Road, Handswort!, 1: 
mingham. . . 
G. E, Mess, 163 Warminster Road, Norton Lees, S:. 


Id. 
William Wardle, 16 Howarth Strect, South, Sun: 


E. F. Upward, 8 Wolseley Terrace, Broadlands, \. .- 
port, 1.0.W. 
G. Binns, 24 Walkden Street, Mansfield. 
J. A. Leggett, Tarrant Street, Arunde!, Susss 
- a 


100 PRIZES OF 10/- EACH. 


Agar, We. Ls Victoria Rd., Co Durham: Ainsworth, G4 


orchaman Rd., Cwmaman, Aberdare: Anderton, Ro. 17 Moris. 
, a Worsley Besnea, Wigan : Arncll, M. M, Se Hal fy 
Richmond; A , A., 23 Norman Street, Blackburn: Bar! 
Ma W Cres., Kidderminster; Bell; H. W., 19 North : 
Haverfordwest; Bernthal, J. C, 20 Magpie Hall Rd., i 


Bird, 8, 0 E! Place, Tong Rd., Arnley, Leeds; i1- 

Livormere, C Ra., Parkstone, Dorset; Blackburn, Miss 
9 Lr. Mount 8t., Dublin; Blois, Capt. Y., 30 Ludlow Rel, [tots 
Southampion: . A oe | Rd. Bestorth, ae 
ey , Norman, e .» New Brighton, Cheshir: ; 
. H., Now Rd., Prestwich, Manchester: ¢ 
10 Holyoake Toe, Sevenoaks; Cottrell, A. P., 2 Elui i: 
iverpool; Coupe, J., 5 Egerton St., 
Ww. N. Straiton Lode, || 
Ringwood, Hants 


Mre_H., 68 Bridgtord Ra. Bridgford; Do:liwell, Mi 
8t., B’ham ; , P, OW 8., N. Shick 
2. Rox Street, _Belf D Te. 
Gam amore Terrace, 
. 8. 1077 M ord, S.E.; Gowers, M 
Fg ’a Watford; Gorst, R.. Market H 
rieve. T., 25 8t., Greenock ; Harper, B., 93, 
ham ; Haye ois 4 pond Bt Gr cali 
-, 85 ‘eather -» Sma! eath, Birinin 
ee a Macclesfield; Hingston, 8. W, 9 The Mall, Sliko; 
Holford, Clarence, | 154 Widnes Ray Wi 63 Giosarts i m, 
Manchester Rd., ; Hulme, F. orwood Grove, Liverpool, 
oer i Bt yan 01 ham, Rutland; aR, 


Bolton; Rendrew, A.J. 

M130 Bty. B.EA., Preston ; 

, Co. Durham; Lewis, HJ 
on. rong, 3, Higher Zranimerc Birkenhead: Hors Oy 
res BE d., 224 Battalion Coldstream Guards, Victoria Bri 


s New . H., 6 Winder Gi 
; Maxwell, L., 89 Clarendon Rd., Whailey Range, Maucl. 

MeAfes, A.D, 18 tgum onth Ha. Fortis Green. N MtcInty. 

Bank House, Leek, Statts; McKay, James, 23 e St, Gow |, 

A hannon, 'A., 60 Laidlaw 8t., Tannochsil. 

X one + ie 1D nT, Ee Oe eee alin “ 

OR 5 ar le, | 

4 Hollybank Ra. Dramconi D 


sy. . 
Rolla: be Vioarass Cottages, = 
Wilton; Ni » D., e Cottages, ~' 
Wen bourne AR, 85 Broadgate, Lincoln; ( . 
13 Fadeswood Rd, Buckley, Cheaters Parker, ‘ i 4 
NN. yon) ; Pearson, H. B., raland bo. 
* aH is St. ward’s Rd., Southsea; Peste:!. | 
‘ Ate 


wood; Price, 8. A. T., ley Te 
8.W ; Bei A._B., 81 Orleans 8 
Riddell, W. F, 113 Mt. Annan Drivo, Glasgow; Robertson, M:- \. 
# Kerr co. ; Robinson, : 


‘estern re en 
oF ; 2 Ra. We ll; Thon: ' 
Hart |e poo! Q Timms, . Fairmead. eK t 

i, Ubon, Ba  Glatetons Ba. a Wal J 

1 toft; Walte: se ‘ors, » mr. Mais 
Weert: Mary, 500 High Ra. Ohiswick, W.; Watts; A. A..1: | 
View, New Clecthorpes, Grimsby; Wells, C., 40 Dean Roud, b 
fon Birmingham? Whit . The Firs, Eekington, 1 | 
shore; White, C.,7 Belle Vue Terrace, Turner's Hill, Civ» 
Whiteford, B., Rogart, Sutherland; Willcocks, A., 11’ St. I 
Devon; Wis Mrs., 1 St. Margarct’s Ave., St. Margarct’s Ba). 


80 PRIZES OF 5/- EACH. 


Alton, C., 73 Wild Birect, Derby: , G., 237 Grosvenw: |: 
: Barnes, N. vol i\dge, idstone; Rassill, Mr- 
ome 65 arnos, Niza Weatslitt-on Bens B., Parce: It 


Narborough, nr. Lei ; Burtenshaw, J.H., 18 Nightingule ki: 
. CI 1 INE. 5 F., 47 L Vi Streatham, S \' 
tclerd Unee e Nex pal rig 
3 tain, J.-H. 64 Highficld” Rock Per. 
on roe Wor es replies Ba. foley, SheMicld: "Dele. 
177, Rock Avenue, Gillingham ; Davis, « The Drapery S!-- 
Sidinouth; Davis, A. G., 1a Woodfield Crescent, Kiddern' 
Dean, G., 23 Brougham Hayes, Bath; Dukessmith, Jack, 10 Cu" > 
Darby End, near yj , E.H., 69 Wilton Avenue, So 
ampton; Elmer, H. ©, 21 Gainsborongh 8t., Sudbury; Ephgray:. | 
Dunsottar Avenue, Eaglescliffe, 8.0. ; Featherstone, J. Te. 5 
Kenilworth S8a., Rathgar; Field, L. G., 59 London Id, Tp. 
Flatman, W. J., 41 Farnham Rd., Handsworth; Frith, E., Bish. 
down Cottages, London Rd., Salisbury. 
(Remainder of names omitted owing to lack of 


space. A complete list can, however, be seen 
at the offices of ‘‘Pearson’s Weekly."’) 


Wote.—& prize for each reader whose letter is dealt with on this page or whose suggestion for a title is used. 


WEEK ENDIKO 
Dec. &, 1913. 
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OSMOND’S. GREAT 
COMPETITION “SERIAL.” 


New readers start here: SYNOPSIS. . 
SS5Ooo BB IOOo 


Lawyer's Advice—A “Trial” Solicited. (John Bull) Footsore—Swordedancer---After Mistake. _ 
Foe T ete) Your Favourite Paper. 


Bie malamnie taeda! Po tele) 
muathenty. Legulatica Maries saris eli) Backing Horses—Berth’s Death Sometimes. (Answers) 


BSOO Ba2SOQ 


Dead Silence—Crank’s Ideal Sunday. (John Bull) | My Wife Wants—Merely Seven-Sevenths, (Answers) 


ea25OQ 
SSB Oo | A Sham— Advocate’s Eyes Moist. (Answers) 
Out of Fashion — Fitting Permitting Sitting. S2saO. 


| 
Fs Ss5Ooo (Jeten, Balt) | Confident — Confirmed Optimists. ( Tit - Bits) 


Short of Cash—Studying Employer’s Signature. | ZBAZAOO 
(John Bull) ' Working Man—After Election—Nobody. (John Bull) 


The most highly-paid Serial Story ever Written—up to the present Fos © O 5OQ 
ee ee een 


for Fhirty-two Words London Editors have been pleased to pay 


I want names and addresses to send further instalments from. For terms and latest instalment, 


see page iii. of cover. 


If you compete in the great Compe- 
titions run by Answers, Tit-Bits, £500 Every Week 
John Bull, Pearson's, Ideas, For First Prizes. 


— Chronicle, London Mail, I T°? Ss F R E E 


£500 Won Five times ana over £10,000 


in Smaller Prizes by tho Competitors’ Mutual Society. 


SEND THE COUPON BELOW 


For TWO First Prize Winning Efforts also copy of the PRIZE 
WINNERS’ CHRONICLE, giving PROOF of wins by hundreds of members 
in all papers. Enclose stamped addressed envelope (or 1d, stamp) and pay 
on wins as follows :—5/- Prize, 9d.; 7/6 Prize 1;-; 10;- Prize 1/6; 
21 or over 2/6 in the & If you like ou Efforts you can have 
a threo months’ supply on our NO WIN--NO PAY SYSTEM, 


FREE “SUCCESS” COUPON. 


Errorts WANTED Naus <a carpadivuaradanastbee Souenecsedanveoinw nnn ad TOSRRERLAR ONS O INN i SREEAES SENATE ENDURE NSO EREE Seen TESS NS 


BOR ves ecseeeeereee eee Bp pRa8: aces ovetesianecenwengn seas omceman ee eer een RNIER EaE ERTS tte 


Address to: ease saemereass 


Supt., Competitors’ Mutual Society, 26 North Bar Without, Beverley. 


Berd PRIZI , 


Ist PRIZE | 


L300 


iOO "| 1O/- 


The adjustication of the attempts in the “ Midules"’ competitions is carried out ; 
in such a way that the best lines must win. Thre is no €lemeat of chance. All : 
the eutry forms received undergo a preliminary exami:aticn by a sta¥of competent 
judges, and those lines which chow io merit, or which have in any way contravened 
the rules of the co:mpetiticn, are put aside. The remainder are then again carefully 


YOU'LL HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS IF YOU WIN A “MIDDLES” PRiz; 


2nd PRIZE | 


en re 
ee 


SPLENDID 
XMAS HAMPERS 


(Fully described on pago 614.) 


80 a Ss /- | 


ee 
who, in consultation with three responsible members of the staff, finally Cecides tra 
order of merit. This svstem keeps a staf! of judges continually employed, | 
The method adopted is so thero 
any meritorious line to be over! 


sh and exhanstive that it is quite impossile for 
1 Che: 


jes and addresses of the competi 


tors ‘ 
are never taken into consideratica, and no aw is decided arbitrarily on any one | 
reat, and these showing the greatest amount of merit are placed be‘ore the Editor Opinion. No pains are spared to iusure the success of the really best Enes } 
Ce te ii a ie oe i 
THIS IS WHAT YOU Do, | és es . 
First of all, chuose one of the words or phrases given oppose fur “Middles.” Then MAKE MIDDLES FROM THESE WORDs. 


' 
construct 6 Middle” of tvo or three words which shall have some bearing on the HELPMATE ISNAP DRAGON REVELLERS ITRUE KILLING POLL TRS { 
chesen werd or phrase. The first word of your * Middle” must begin with any one of the gig CRIMES ‘FATHER’S PRANKS SHARP FROST iTOY DRUM 'CONFIDENC! 18 1c4 j 
letters contain dm the word or phrase you chuose. and the second and third with any of TACTFUL WIFE TANGO LESSONS BURIED ALIVE PRECARIOUS Nevin nn 
ithe letters in the alphabet used either ance or twice. For instance, a eel tuke the NEXT MORNING CIKCLSES AGAIN -MOTHER'S SACRIFICE HOLLY BERRIES TERRIBLE Lv 

phrase“ MISTLEGOE BOUGHL” Use, say, the leer “M" as the initial fur the First STOCKING (MISTLETOE BOUGH WARM OVERCOATS | NUISANCE SOMETHING stis 
beer ond say, WN ond "A for the second ond third, and we get MARRIED—NOT wioiiGaN NEVER RETURNED CHRISTMAS RONES —|VULETIDE LOO ‘aNcHENT cl ston. 
(APPRECIATED. Or. using the same phrase MISTLETOE BOUGH,” we could posy OFFICE “DANCE PROPUSALS GUILTY . UNSCIFNCE GHOST STOIITS LARKIN'S SPit tte 
poe tie Teer ne Malia les aie lies dead. and, aay, P HARLEQUINADE MERRY CHRISTMAS IMPORTANT. BUSINESS CHRISTMAS RUSH DRAMATIC Mitt --., 
Fond we get “BRINGS PROPOSALS. 


i 
AR ewe ee ee en ek. 
. 


tt 
ét 


for the second word, 


G5 Ki EM + EFAs dansnaniannaionconrmnwy guage oy ae v1 Cut GCrOSS AMET icin ciciesiee cececcccc. 
RULES FOR COMPETITORS | ENTRY FORM, “MIDDLES,” NO. 95. 


Weeth@ spre 


“pete es” 
hte tomar Mae rrintet entis form ce they 


oe enee aaa ETT Eee ee Te eee Teee Tee Tye Tee ty Tr | eee 


dagree to abide oy $4.6 cecision publisned tn Pearson's Wee Wy" cud fo accept tt as pid, and + te 
understanding, and f agres to able ii the conas'aeas pristed un Pescsan's Weerlsy.” 


LNo. of } 


SiGHED warseessassiitessnosesdercesvscoserecscs 


7. Evcrvene 


ews tata T AAAPESS wreceosse sss 


PMO e ere e seven seteeteee cess SOO eer ee ene reeeesvesceers 


te You may send TWO “Middics” onthe above entry form with a postal urvec tos Ga - 
f you use both the one above and the one below send 1 .-. 
Cut across here 


| 
\ 
i 
+ 


i ENTRY FORM, “MIDDLES.” no. 93. 


Woeep@ uprrcyer ! 


‘ut, 


3h. oat Chose | 


th * ov NOs: 


ee ee aT Eee eer ey ey ee oe eee errr? 


1 WiLu the 


J agree tu atude by the Cecisins pu Ur aa lone 
understanding, and J apes te abi, 


! oad banter Guy ae ive 
peecun  Bearsen's Weeliy.” 


(Nice 8 LEO cervanens seers 


“er on 


THE RESULT OF “RIIDGLES"’ Wo. 92 | 
APPEARS ON PAGE 642, 


This Insurance Scheme covers any person 
traveiing as & passenrer in any part 


wn i hes or "ey mtn re 
pre ce: tativect the 2 


‘of Great Britain or Iretand. 


OVER £13,900 ALREADY PAID 


We payaeny namber of claims in respect 
of each Gecidcnt—aot the first claim only, 


1,000 IALWAT | CUR ANCE, 


$100 RAILWAY 
(For terms see 


£100 CYCLING | 
£100 AEROPLANE | below.) 


506 CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 
including three of £2,000 andone of £1,000, 


Thas basur. 
£2,000» pettorens ends, £..000 -peciatis 
Vy THE OCEAN ACCIDENT AND GUAKANTER COR 
PORMPION, LIDLIED, Se to th Moorgate Street, Loudon, 
PC tewhoan tee 
wi 


tle eet wi 


by the w 


: 
s q <OGO mn tin Great doritai or Ireland to the 
: prose protraan am which the d 
travelling as a passeuger (we sdine post-ottice bervantsin 
yoplway Sorting Vass 
badanm bes, er dier, pe con, the Lisvrance Coupon on this 
com or the paper ta whack at ts, with las, ar Ler, usual nina. 
Writen aii er pened, ot the space proviced at the foot. 
feo jeper may bewroat los, er her, place of abode, so lungag 
th-« San aos saened 
PALSO, that thes; 
entative of sueh perccr sh 
Vowithin three cate 
ed the Becolent be wiveu we 


Mowe, 


alddeuch result 


thi seven day 


In thesscnt of 
tou duty, nos 
act, Powioe the cur 


Person, bet bong @ railway 


wtebutny « x 
Talvuy aceidentin (ue Uaited Koasdom,alheugh pot by 


nee aul, sucd for any number of claimsvf Hl 
fuaranteed 


y ove Corporation tothe , 
Beutative of any person killeu py | 


sused was, 


ut the time of such uccident, 1 


Wosum shall be paitto the | 


uths thereafter, | 


ho sticdde, er ensuged in am + 
nt iwimberof fearrcon'g | 
© titve of beme killed | 


HUNDKED POUNDS, 
ord, provide biche: in every cose be given t 
Aweliss ano Giana: tes Cone 
st fu 44 Moorcote Street, bea h n, EU wth: 
the occurrence of the we $ 

Oue Hundred Pounds wil: b- phid to the le 
tative otany « 
ally riaing: 


repr. cen. 
Sst Wo tcets his death by acedent wis ; 
trons cycle, provided that deceasedat th me 
Ot sich gecident badain bie, or her, Po-session, the Insurance 
Couponon this paye,or the peperin which it is, with his, or 
Ler, usa! sizucture, written, in ink er pencil. on the 3yed 
Totived:at thefeot aud that deathuccurred with ty 
Hoare thereafter, and that netioe was viven ots Ei 
the suid Corporation at a! ove v.thin three da , 
ScemTence This ye t at his, or her, plsce of 
aboie. so loreas thee a 
One Hundred Pou: 


five ¢ 


std tt. the legs represen 
Ysole result of ar jur 
e@ United Rincloin dy 
{Yrs within tw 
wes, that he , 

§ cd this Coupon-dn te 
the foot. thet he (ors! ral 
be on iheacroslaue nor engaged in ueronnitics, 
tnd that netree cf the went kk given to the Corporation 
within thee dass cf tts ocer: rence, 
The above cond tions ire of the essence of the contract. 
This insurance holds good for che current weck of issue only, 
and evtitles the holder to the benett of, and is subject to the 
conditions of, the “Ocean Accideut and Guarantee 
Company. Limited, Act,’ 190, Risks Nos, “and 3, 
The Purchase of this Publication is admitted to be the pay- 
meutofa rem um under Sect, 33 of the Act. A Print of the 
Actcun Le ceeu at the office of this Journal, or of the suid 
Corporation, No person can recover on more than oue Coupow 
usurunce-Ticket of thie paper ip respect of the side risk. 
Subscridera who have duly paid a twelvomonthi' sub. 
Scription for PEARSCN'B WEFKLY in advance to thetr 
Dewsageut, or to the Publisher, need not, during the period 
covered by thetr sobscription, sign the conpon, or carry 
the paper on their berson. It ie only necessary tofo: ward 
the now sorents Feceipt to the publisher of the pa 1OP, 


Henrietta Btreet. London, W.C,, ard a cortiticare will be 
tent lo excuange 


Slymat are ssisyissivvesisasseacassstoviveeassrassvesvavviee . 


Available from 9 a.m. Monday, December 1st, 1913, 
until mide'ght Monday. December Rth, 1993. 


Tue OCEAN 


ACCIDENT & GUARANTEE 
CORPORATION LIMITED 


offers to Professional and Business 
Men, through its up-to-date 
Policies, complete protection 
against the many risks of 
Accident end Sickness 
to which All are 
exposed, 


Head Office: MOORGATE S7., LONDO* 


Your husband won't want to go 
TANGO TEAS 


If you make your cakes from 
the recipes given in the 
— Special Xinas Number of — 


HOME COCKERY. 


NOW SELLING. PRICE ! 


| Lriuted Ly the Pirin & Qurey (Horace Cont 
Buildings, E.C , and Published by Co Anaiit 
Jo PtPoarson’s Weekly Buildines, Heurictta Sn 
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‘_PEARSON: HELLIWELL, 
; The Record Holder of Big Wins. 


1g 


{ 


| 
| 
| 
| 


PRIZES VALUE 


| £50 to £500 


WON FOR CLIENTS: 


“REGISTERED LETTER—ROWTON HOUSE RARITY.” 
““TRAVELLERS’ TALES—THOUSANDS NEED SHAVING.” 

“* FIREWORKS—FREE—TO SKATERS.” 

““LOST—LAZY FOOTBALL TEAM.” 

‘*MODERN LIFE—MICROBES TAKE EASILY.” 

“WALKING OUT—WORDLESS WOOER TANTALISES.” 
“STRUCK OIL—SURNAME HYPHENED LATER,” 

‘“MASTER CUPID—MAY GLORIFY DUNGEON.” 

“NOT A WORD—NEAR SALVATIONIST’S DRUM.” 

“MORE THAN ENOUGH—MITE’S HEAVY HOMEWORK.” 
“SENT HOME—SIMPLY ‘INDISPENSABLE’ EMPLOYEE.” 
““SAILOR’S HOME—SWEETENS ROUGHEST EXPERIENCES.” 
‘*BEWARE—BUSINESS AXIOM.” 

“PAY TO-MORROW—“MOTTER” OF “ROTTER.” 

‘*HANDS UP—ABSURD SOCIETY HANDSHAKE.” 

“THE DOCTOR—VILE DRINK CONCOCTOR.” 

“IN ALL PANTOMIMES—NONAGENARIANS LAUGH MOST.” 
““MAKES ME COMPLAIN—’BACCA NAVVIES OBTAIN.” 
*“GOING TOO FAR—COOK’S HAT SIMILAR.” 


If you are disgusted with cheap so-called Specials, try 
the real thing—Pearson Helliwell’s “ Winning Special” 
Efforts. The Specials you will eventually buy. 

All Efforts | Supply are Exclusive and Evolved to Catch the Judge's Eye. 
TERMS (Any Contest): 


“WINNING SPECIALS " (equal to my FIRST PRIZE WINNERS), 2 for I/-; 4for 
1/6; 8 for 3/-, and stamped address. 


MONTHLY TERMS: 2" Winning Specials’ weekly, 5/-; 4 weekly, 5/6; 6 weekly, 
8/-; 8 weekly, 10. -, and 4 stamped addressed envelopes. 


Stamped Addressed Envelopes for all Replies. 15 per cest. commicsion on all wias 
over Liin value. 


PEARSON HELLIWELL, stechtora, siRmiNctaM 


EXCUSE ME— 


Sorry to interrupt you, but I have a little sound advice 
to give you. No matter how anxious you may be to 
win a prize, DON’T send cash away for Efforts before 
making a FREE test. This will prevent disappoint- 
ment, to say nothing of expense. If you saw gold 
lying by the way, would you pass it by? I think 
not. Then you should not ignore the opportunity 
I offer you of winning a fortune 


If you will send me a stamped addressed envelope 
I will send you TWO EXCLUSIVE PRIZE- 
WINNING SOLUTIONS FOR ANY CONTEST 


bsolutel atis. 
My a SEND FREE COUPON TO-DAY 
what the prize To ESMOND LEARY (Section 41), 


4 DUKE STREET, STRAND, W,C. 


lists proclaim them, 
Please send me TWO FREE EXCLUSIVE 


THE VERY EFFORIS £00 ccsssscss-ssss ssscssenssssssstnansosssees 
for which I enclose a stamped address, In 
B E s T . Esmond the cutis of sone Eforti wiunity mea Prize 


lagree to send you 3,- ia the £ 


Leary will FOR- 
FEIT £100 if 
duplication is proved 
against me. 


17 Loughboro’ Road, Brixton Road, Stockwell, London, S.W. 
Ea aE 


£250 FOR 
FOURPENCE. 


November 15th, ‘‘ ANSWERS ” First Prize :— 
“Diamonds—Describing Eyes—Sweetheart.” 


ALSO Ten Pound Prize in YOUR 


FAVOURITE PAPER on the 
same day, with a cartload of smaller wins in all 
Competitions, following my £50 win in the 
preceding week. For fuller details see announce- 
ment in ‘The Competitors’ Journal,’’ and I will 
forfeit £1,000 if any of these specified solu- 
tions were not supplied by me to the winners. 


Such magical results, week after week, are 
the finest possible proof that YOUR best 
chance of winning is to give my solutions a 
trial. No favouritism, all guaranteed undupli- 
cated, and None Better to be bought Anywhere. 


SOLUTIONS: 4 for 1/-. PRIZE-WINNING SPECIALS (equal tv my £500 
and £300 winners), 2 for 1/*, 4 for 1,6, 3 for 3/-. Monthly Terms: 2 weekly, 3.°5 
4 weekly, 5/6; 6 weekly, 8/-; 8 weekly, 10/- Enclose sufficient stamped 
addresses; 10 per cent. commission on prizes over £1. 


F. FAIRGOOD, 117 Kirkwood Road, Peckham. 


OSMOND’S ‘SERIAL.’ 


(New Readers Kindly Turn to Page 643 for Synopsis. ) 
LATEST INSTALMENT-— 


Banking—Bankrupt’s Wife, Generally. 
PREMIER WINNER, ‘John Bull,"’ 15-1-'13. 


Real Economy—Our Kitchener Scorns. 
£50 (Second Prize), Your Favourite Paper, 15-1-'I3. 


Sensational Discovery—Cricketer Ordering ‘Duck.’ 
£10 (Third Prize), Your Favourite Paper, 29-1-'13. 


CONSISTENT WINNING 
Twa, OR 


ONE OCCASIONAL WIN IS MERE LUCh 
LIKE MINE PROVES MERIT--I HAVE CAPTURED ONE, 
THREE PREMIER WINNERS FOR 30 CONSECUTIVE WEEKS 

NO OTHER WRITER EVER CLAIMED T0 HA VE WRITTEN PREMIER 
WINNER FOR EVEN SIX CONSECUTIVE WEES. 

NO LIVING WRITER HAS CAPTURED MORE 
PRIZE DURING HIS LIFETIME—I HAVE CAPTURED FIVE 
CLIENTS SINCE JUNE 21sv THIS YEAK, 


| KNOW EXACTLY WHAT THE ADJUDICATORS WANT ! 


of £1,000 to any person who undertakes 
1 supplied any one of the above lines. 


All clients MUST send stamped and addressed 
envelope: to facilitate carly dispatch, 


THAN ONE 
FOR 


£500 
MY 


I issue a Challenge 
to disprove that 


SPECIAL NOTICE.- 


All of my winners were supplied at my ordinary rates; so why pay double 
the price for lines elsewhere? If my lines didn’t win I’d have to charge double 
*the price too, Anyone can sco that my living comes out of the biz sums 
received from clients in commission on First Prize winners. 


TERMS.—OSMOND SPECIALS, ANY COMPETITION: 4 for 1-; 4 per week for 
month, 3/6; 13 weeks, 10/6. 18 per cent. commission on all wins over £1 
in value. STAMPED AND ADDRESSED ENVELOPE EACH WEEK’S LINES. 


HERBERT OSMOND, 


England's Premier Writ, 


r . p 
t " 


(GRAVES GRAMOPHONES | 


Christmas comes but once a year, and here is your opportunity of 
making it the Grandest, Happiest, Jolliest, Merriest Festival you ever 
had in your life. The GRAVES GRAMOPHONE will turn the dullest 
party into a Delightful, Jovial Gathering, and bring out Genuine Merri- 
ment and Hearty Goodwill with such success that even the chronic 
- pessimist will forget himself and join in the Fun and Laughter. 
Seated with your Family and Friends around your Christmas fire you 
hear the Sweetest Seasonable Songs and Ballads, Appropriate Christmas 
Hymns, the most Inspiring Regimental Marches by the World’s Finest 
Bands, the Liveliest Selections from the most popular Musical Comedies 
and Operas, Hilarious Comic Songs, Screamingly Funny Jokes and 
Jests by the Leading Laughter-makers, Fascinating Dance Music, 
Rollicking Ragtimes, and all that is best and most suitable in 
Musical Art is yours to enjoy in rich and unrivalled abundance. 


Tey 


HAVE A REAL 
JOLLY TIME! 


THE GRAVES 
GRAMOPHONE J 
a 


is our own exclusive design, 

and is fitted withall thelatest 

improvements and most 

recent perfections. The 

Cabinet is of handsome and 

original design, solidly built 

from finely marked Dark WITH ORDER 
Oak, brilliantly polished, 

and embellished witha tasteful Art Metal Panel. 
Cabinet dimensions : 123 x 123 x 64ins. Power- 
ful Silent Stee] Motor with splendid reserve of 
power. Nickel-plated graduated Tone Arm, 
10in Turntable, handsome 16in Seamless Sound 
Trumpet, decorated ina charming combination 
of harmoniously blended Art Shades. Sound 
Producerof extraordinary power & marvellous- 
lysensitive,which reproduces Full Military Band 
Performances with all their original brilliance, 
and the actual living voices of the World's 
Greatest Singers with amazing reality. 


WE DELIVER his powerful high-grade Gramophone, with 
TEN magnificent 10in Disc Record Selections, 200 Natural Tone Needles in 
polished compartment case and all accessories, insured and carriage paid to 
approved orders for S/* Now. The balance payable in nine montlily payments 
of Sle if you are entirely satisfied and delighted with the machine and 


2/- records after full examination and test in your own home. Your money 
in the will be instantly refunded if you are in any way disappointed, 

£ WRITE FOR NEW CATALOGUE 4 Post card wit 

bring you per return our superbly illustrated Art Catalogue, which is a com. 

plete guide to the latest and best productions of the Gramophone Industry. This 

Cash masterly work is the finest publication ever issued in the Gramophone interest. 


© QTE SPOT SPELT LL ‘CELE EET PEON LE PSN OT A NT RCT I IAS AIREY 1 5 RR NNN SEO MSH A OP 


e It gives you in a clear, understandable way a wealth of useful and practical 
Discount. information of immense value to all who are taking an interest in these fascinat- 
‘i ing instruments, Every style is illustrated, and full detailed specifications of 

every model are given. Keenest rock-bottom prices and convenient Monthly 
Payment Terms are quoted for each machine. @/- in the § Cash Discount. 


IMPORTANT. All Gramophone Owners should write for our Catalogue of 
Disc Records. 4000 Selections. The most varied and complete repertoire of 
high-grade Records ever published. Twenty or Thirty Selections, according to 
your own choice, fer 3/- NOW, and Monthly Payments after delivery if you are 
entirely satisfied after full trial in your own home. Fullest approval allowed. 


J. G. GRAVES Lro. SHEFFIELD 
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